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HISTORY OF THE STAGE, 


CHAPTER III. 
SOPHOCLES——EURIPIDES—DIONYSIUS. 


fiscuyLus and SHAKSPEARE have each been styled the 
father of the drama of his country: yet their claims to this 
distinction stand on very different grounds. Aischylus laid 
the plan and foundation of the Grecian tragedy and built 
upon it; but to his successor belongs the glory of improving 
upon his invention. Shakspeare raised the drama of his coun- 
try at once to the utmost degree of perfection: succeeding 
poets have been able to do nothing more than walk in the 
path trod by him, at an immense distance, and endeavour to 
copy but without equalling his perfections. 

The general admiration in which Aischylus was held, 
gave birth to a herd of imitators, among whom were sons 
and nephews of his own; but as, like most imitators, they 
could do little more than mimic his defects without reaching 
his excellencies, they served only as a foil to set off the lus- 
tre of his great successor Sophocles, who, while yet his scho- 


lar, aspired to be his competitor, and gained the preeminente 
at the age of twenty-five. 
Vol. I. cc 
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Sopuoc.es was born four hundred and ninety-seven years 
before the birth of Christ, and at an early age rendered him- 
self, like his master Aischylus, conspicuous by his superior 
talents in war and in poétry. It happened, when Sophocles 
was not yet five and twenty, that the remains of Theseus 
were brought from Scyros to Athens, where festivals and 
games were made in honour of that heroic monarch, as well 
as to commemorate the taking of that island: among those a 
yearly contest was instituted for the palm in tragedy. Sopho- 
cles became a candidate, and though there were many com- 
petitors, and among them A‘schylus himself, he bore away 
the prize. The fondness of the Greeks for the theatre was so 
passionately strong, that in order to excite emulation among 
the poets, they gave rewards to those, who among the com- 
petitors, were judged to have the preference; and they en- 
trusted the management of their theatres to none but persons 
of the most considerable rank and character. Hitherto the 
prize was disputed by four dramatic pieces only, three of 
which were tragedies—while the fourth was a comedy; but 
Sophocles brought about a new arrangement, and by oppo- 
sing, in all cases, tragedy to tragedy, completely excluded 
comedy from its pretensions. 

Another and an excellent revolution in the drama was 


brought about by this great man. He added one actor more 


_to the dramatis persone, and raised the chorus to fifteen per- 


sons, introducing them into the main action, and giving to all 
of them such parts to perform as tended to the carrying on 
of one uniform, regular plot. Encouraged by the great suc- 
cess of his pieces, the honours conferred upon him, and the 
deference paid to his opinions, he continued to write with 
unabated enthusiasm for the stage, and obtained the public 
prize no less than twenty different times. The admiration and 
wonder with which his genius was spoken of through all 
(rreece, induced a general opinion that he was specially favour- 
ed by heaven, and that he held an intimate communica- 
tion with the gods. Cicero himself has gone so far as to as- 
sert that Hercules had a prodigious esteem for him; and 
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Apollonius* of Thyana, a Pythagorean philosopher, said in 
an oration he delivered before the tyrant Domitian, that 
“ Sophocles, the Athenian, could tie up the winds, and stop 
their fury.” 

That Sophocles was a man of transcendant powers of 
mind, no one has ever doubted. A‘schylus himself condescend- 
ed to visit him at his own house: Aristotle made his works 
the ground work of his Art of Poetry: The eulogists of Pla- 
to compared the advancements made by that great man in 
philosophy, to those made by Sophocles in tragedy: Cicero 
gives him the epithet of * the divine”—Virgil decidedly pre- 
ferred him to all writers of tragedy; and to this day, his 
works make a part of the course appointed for students in 
the Greek language in all the great colleges and seminaries 
of Europe. The great rival of Sophocles was Euripides, who, 
in their public contentions for the prize, divided with him the 
applause of the populace. At that time the theatre was held 
to be an object of the highest magnitude and importance, and 
made an essential and magnificent part of their pagan wor- 
ship. The Athenians, therefore, were delighted by the con- 
tentions of these two prodigious men: but, as it generally hap- 
pens in cases of rivalship between public favourites, the peo- 
ple.divided into two parties, one of which maintained the su- 
periority of Sophocles, while the other insisted on the pre- 
eminence of Euripides. The truth is, that though rivals, and 
perhaps equals in talent, they could not afford a just subject 
of comparison. J/agis pares quam similes—they were rather 
equal, than like to each other. In dignity and sublimity So- 
phocles takes the lead, as Euripides does in tenderness, feel- 
ing, and pathetic expression. 





* This was the same Apollonius, who while one day vehemently 
haranguing the populace at Ephesus, suddenly broke off and exclaim- 
ed—Strike the tyrant, strike him!—the blow is given! —he is wound- 
ed—he i fallen—e dies! And at that very moment the emperor 


Jomitian had been stabbed at Rome. 
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For the sake of human nature it is to be lamented that 
popular applause produced envy, and jealousy between them, 
and notwithstanding their divine talents, they sunk into the 
littleness that degrades the lowest of the poets (irritabile 
genus) and regarded each other with abhorrence. It is said, 
in vindication of the character of these great men, that they 
were abused into a mutual dislike merely by the calumnious 
misrepresentations of pretended friends. Finding, however, 
that their animosities provoked general ridicule and con- 
tempt, and that their quarrels had become the common theme 
with which the witlings and poetasters of Greece amused the 
people,* they judiciously resolved to treat each other with 
the respect and confidence that became such exalted charac- 
ters, and became friends again. Itshould seem that Euripi- 
des was the first to make an advance towards reconciliation; 
as appears from a letter of his, in which he speaks thus: “ In- 
constancy is not my character. I have retained every friend 
except Sophocles; though I no longer see him, I do not hate 
him. Injustice has alienated me from him ; justice reproach- 
es me for it. I hope time will cement our reunion. What 
mortal ill is not caused at times by those wicked spirits who 
are never so happy as when they sow dissension among those 
who by nature and reason are meant to promote the felicity 
of each other.” 

A weakness of voice under which Sophocles laboured 
often prevented his appearing in his own tragedies; but this 
did not at all injure his fame, for he continued to write 
into extreme old age with uniformly increasing reputation. It 
is recorded that he composed one hundred and twenty trage- 
dies, of which not more than seven are extant—namely, 
Ajax, Erectra, Orpipus THE Tyrant, ANTIGONE, THE 
TRACHINIA, PHILOCTETES, and Oepipus aT Cotonos. The 
last of those tragedies has been ever marked with particular 
regard on account of a most interesting circumstance that 
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* Aristophanes ridiculed them both on the stage with great humour 


and success. 
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‘attended its production, and made it the apex of that great 


man’s fame and fortune. 

Like old Lear, Sophocles was cursed with ungrateful 
children. Shakspeare’s imagination went no further than 
Two ungrateful daughters: Sophocles had in reality four 
sons, all as ungrateful as those monsters of Shakspeare’s 
brain. The extreme age and bodily infirmities of their vene- 
rable parent, having for sometime inflamed their anxiety to 
become masters of his possessions, they grew at last impatient 
and, weary of his living so long, formed a conspiracy against 
him, and accused him before the Areopagus, of being insane, a 
driveller incapable of governing his family, or managing his 
concerns—in short, a fool, a madman. He had fortunately, at 
that time, just finished his Orp1irpus at CoLonos. When he 
heard the charge made against him by his ingrate sons, he 
offered no defence but this tragedy, which he read to the 
judges, and then with the boldness of conscious superiority 
demanded of them whether the author of that piece could be 
taxed with insanity. Heart-struck with the exquisite beau- 
ties and sublime sentiments of the piece, and astonished at 
the vigorous mind, the exalted truth, the profound moral 
wisdom, the accurate and solid judgment, and the almost 
divinely persuasive language that pervaded every act of it, 
they heaped honours along with their acquittal upon his head, 
dismissed him with a shout of praise, and sent his sons home 
covered with shame and confusion. If firm reliance can be 
placed on the authority of Lucian, the sons were, by the 
Areopagus, voted madmen for having accused their father. 

Like Aschylus, Sophocles was a high military character, 
and was ranked among the foremost defenders of his coun- 
try. He commanded an army in the war which the Athe- 
nians (by the desire of the renowned Pericles, who so willed 
it at the instance of his mistress Aspasia) waged against the 
inhabitants of Samos; and he returned from it triumphant. 

Great men are seldom let to die like ordinary people: a 
man like Sophocles of course must be provided with one or 
more modes of death unlike those which take off other men. 
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Some have said that on the extraordinary success of one of 
his tragedies, he expired with extreme joy ;—an effect rather 
extreme for one who had for more than sixty years been ac- 
customed to such successes. Others have asserted that he 
dropped dead in consequence of holding in his breath, while 
reading his tragedy of Antigonus, so long that the action of 
his lungs ceased—an event not at all probable. Another 
(Lucian) says he was choked by a grape-stone. These va- 
rious rumours destroying each other, not only by their con- 
tradiction but by their improbability, leaves the cause of his 
death in that uncertainty in which it might hitherto, and may 
forever remain, without any injury to the subject. Men of 


ninety-five are likely enough to go off suddenly, without vio- 


lent joy—violent exertion, or even grape-stones. ‘The story 
of the grape-stone is told also of Anacreon. Perhaps in both 
cases it was a poetical fiction to mark the love of wine which 
distinguished these two personages; for Sophocles is accused 
by Athenzus of licentiousness and debauchery, particularly 
when he commanded the Athenian army. In like manner it 
is asserted by Pausanias that Bacchus appeared to Aéschylus 
under the shadow of a vine, and ordered hin to write trage- 
dies, thereby figuratively alluding to the well known truth 
that that poet drank wine excessively, and composed his tra- 
gedies while he was drunk. 

The public influence of Sophocles was so great that, at his 
instance, the people of Athens went to the most unbounded 
expense in the construction and decoration of their theatres. 
The additional magnificence they derived from him is scarce- 
ly credible. In fact the expense was carried so far that it 
became a reproach to the country, and it was said that the 
Athenians lavished away more money on the representation 
of a single play, than on all their wars with the barbarians. 

Some of the sons of Sophocles composed tragedy and 
wrote some lyric poems. But there exist no remains of their 
works, nor anything particular respecting themselves; some 
loose anecdotes excepted, which Plutarch has related respect- 


ing one of them of the name of Antiphon, who wrote a 


a ee 
UE an PRETO 


“lg 


ee ieee Pee. tee eae ad 


i= 
Lees 





«3 


alee veee ce tk). i SO 


= ‘in ni 








v Se 


ei 


nL haga eo Mahseds< 


it ve ee 
en) Deptt 


Pig Wot POR tes 


eee: 


oe 


re 


ST +. 


THE HISTORY OF THE STAGE. 195 


tragedy by which Dionysius the tyrant obtained a prize, long 
after he had put the author to death for dispraising his com- 
positions. 

EuriPIDEs was born at Salamis in the year four hundred 
and eighty-five before the christian era, and on the very day on 
which Themistocles with a handful of Grecians defeated the 
immense army of Xerxes. He was nobly descended on the 
maternal side, and was placed in due time under the first pre- 
ceptors. From Prodicus he learned eloquence; from Socra- 
tes, ethics, and under Anaxagoras he studied philosophy. 
His parents having, before he was born, consulted the oracle 
of Apollo respecting his fate, were informed that the world 
should witness his fame, and that he would gain a crown. 
Of this answer which, like all the responses of the oracle, 
was constructed with purposed ambiguity, they could come to 
no decisive explanation: however, thinking it unlikely that 
the oracle could mean any other than the athletic crown, the 
father took especial care to fit him for a wrestler, and with 
such success, that he actually won the athletic crown at the 
games and festivals celebrated in honour of Ceres. 

His original destination was to painting, to the study of 
which he applied for sometime, and, as tradition informs us, 
with considerable success. But nature, and the impulse of 
a vigorous genius, pointed out another road to him. He 
abandoned the pencil, and devoted his whole labours to the 
study of morality, philosophy and poetry. The drama being 
most congenial to his mind, greatly engrossed his attention : 
he lamented that the tragedies of even A’schylus and Sopho- 
cles themselves, contained very little philosophy, and he dili- 
gently applied himself to the effecting of a more intimate 
union between moral philosophy and dramatic representation. 

As he possessed the powers for accomplishing this valua- 
ble purpose in an eminent degree, his writings became the 
subject of universal applause and admiration with his coun- 
trymen. Indeed the effects that are related to have been 
produced by his compositions, are so prodigious as .lmost 
to stagger belief. His verses were in the mouths of persons 
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in all countries in which the Greek language was spoken; if 
prisoners pleaded their cause in his words, they were dismiss- 
ed with freedom; and it is an historical fact that the unfor- 
tunate Greeks who had accompanied Nictras in his expedi- 
tion against Syracuse, and were enslaved in Sicily, obtained 
their liberty by repeating some appropriate verses taken 
from one of his tragedies. 

Sophocles was the great object first of his imitation, and 
then of his envy and jealousy. In order to enable himself to 
contest the palm of superiority with that great poet, Euripi- 
des frequently withdrew from the haunts of men, and confi- 
ned himself in a solitary cave near Salamis, where he com- 
posed and finished some of the most excellent of his tra- 
gedies. The full vein of philosophy which pervaded his 
dramatic compositions, obtained for him the name of the 
philosophic poet, and so loudly did fame proclaim his extra- 
ordinary excellence, that Socrates, who never before visited 
the theatre, went constantly to attend the tragedies of Euripi- 
des. Alexander admired him beyond all other writers— 
Demosthenes confessed that he had learned declamation from 
his works, and when Cicero was assassinated, the works of 
Euripides were found clutched in his hands. 

Together with this rare and felicitous genius, Euripides 
enjoyed the blessing of a firm undaunted spirit, a great and 
bold dignity, and a courage which nothing could shake. Du- 
ring the representation of one of his tragedies, the audience 
took offence at some lines in the composition and immediate- 
ly ordered him to strike them out of the piece. Euripides 
took fire at their presumption, and indignantly advancing 
forward on the stage told the spectators that “‘ he came there 
to instruct them, and not to receive instruction.” Another 
time on the first representation of a new play, the audience 
expressed great dissatisfaction at a speech in which he called 
“‘ riches the swmmum bonum, and the admiration of gods and 
men.” The poet stepped forward, reproved the audience for 
their hasty conclusion, and magisterially desired them to 
listen to the play with the silent attention that was due to it, 
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and they would in the end find their error, as the catastrophe 
would show them the just punishment which attended the 
lovers of wealth. The last of these anecdotes is a proof of 
the moral excellence and chastity, which the Grecian poets 
were constrained to observe in their public compositions. 

Of seventy-five tragedies which this admirable poet wrote 
and had represented, nineteen only are in existence. The 
best of those are his PuHeentss&, his Orestes, Mepea, An- 
DROMACHE, EvectTra, lpHIGEeNntIA 1n AULIsS, IPHIGENIA IN 
Tauris, Hercutes, and the Troapes. 

Euripides is particularly happy in expressing the passion 
of love, especially when it is exalted to the most lively, 
ardent tenderness. His pieces are not so perfect as those of 
Sophocles, but they are more replete with those exquisite 
beauties which strike the heart with the electrical fire of poe- 
try, and his language is more soft and persuasive. The 
drama is on the whole, however, much more indebted to So- 
phocles, to whom Aristotle, who is certainly the very highest 
authority, gives the precedence in point of general arrange- 
ment, disposition of parts, and characteristic manner, and in- 
deed in style also. 

The most obvious point of inferiority in Euripides is the 
choice of his subjects, which are charged with meanness and 
effeminacy; while Sophocles and Aischylus chose for theirs 
the most dignified and noble passions. He has moreover 
given very disgraceful pictures of the fair sex, making 
women the contrivers, the agents, and the instruments of 
the most impure and diabolical machinations. This unjust 
perversion was attributed to a hatred he had to women, 
which occasioned him to be called puceyune, or the woman- 
hater; but this he sturdily refuted by insisting that in 
those bad characters he had faithfully copied the nature of 
the sex. Notwithstanding this, he was married twice; but 
was so injudicious in his choice of wives, that he was com- 
pelled to divorce both. In his person Euripides was noble 
and majestic, and in his deportment grave and serious. 
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No poet ever took more pains than Euripides in polish- 
ing and perfecting his tragedies. He composed very slow, 
and laboured his periods with the greatest care and difficulty ; 
anticipating the valuable instructions long afterwards given 
by Horace to poets. A wretched author, whose heart was as 
malicious as his poetry was miserable, once sarcastically ob- 
served that he had written a hundred verses in three days, 
while Euripides had written only three. ‘ True,” replied 
Euripides, “ but there is this difference between your poetry 
and mine; yours will expire in three days, but mine will live 
for ages.” 

The disputes between Sophocles and our poet, the jealousy 
and envy of his great fame and endowments, and, as some 
say, the resentment of the female part of Athens, subjected 
him to a degree of ridicule and rancorous invective, which 
induced him to leave Athens; when he went into Macedonia, 
and lived at the court of king Archelaus, who considered it 
an honour to patronise such ‘a great poet, bestowing upon 
him the most conspicuous marks of his friendship and 
munificence, and even carrying his esteem and admiration so 
far, as to make him his prime minister. This dignified office 
Euripides held when he lost his life,'in a manner the most 
cruel and horrible that can be conceived. 

In one of his solitary walks, in a wood to which he had 
been accustomed to repair every evening, for the purpose of 
uninterrupted contemplation, a pack of dogs belonging to the 
king set upon him and tore him to pieces in the seventy- 
eighth year of his age. So extraordinary and deplorable a 
death naturally gave rise to a multitude of conjectures, and, 
of course, not very charitable ones. By some, the creatures 
of Archelaus’s court who hated him as a successful rival, 
and envied him the high favours bestowed upon him by the 
king, were suspected of having purposely procured the dogs 
to be let loose upon, in order to destroy him: a conjecture not 
at all‘probable. By others again it has been suggested that 
he was torn to pieces by women in revenge for his black 


pictures of the sex; & still more improbable conjecturé, and 
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probably borrowed trom the iate of Orpheus; but which still 
serves to show how little kindness he was thought to deserve 
from the women; while others more rationally concluded 
that his encountering the dogs and their attacking him, was 
purely an accidental circumstance; and that having in the 
abstraction and absence of mind, attendant upon very pro- 
found meditation, encroached upon some part of the palace 
grounds, which the dogs were appointed to guard, he found 
his mistake too late to escape from their fury. 

Sophocles outlived Euripides about a year, leaving behind 
him no one capable of improving, or even of tolerably support- 
ing the tragic stage of Greece. The hopes of the Grecian 
drama was buried in the grave along with him. Of those 
who succeeded him we know nothing ; nor should we know 
that any did succeed, if the history ot Aristophanes did not 
inform us, that there were such, who served only as butts for 
his maievoient wit. 

Never were greater honours conferred by national grati- 
tude and pride than those which were paid by Greece to the 
memory of A‘schylus, Sophocles, and Luripides. Statues were 
erected to them by public edict, and their works were recor- 
ded as matters of state in the archives of the nation. This 
part of the history is worthy of very particular consideration. 
That great, wise, and high spirited free nation, who under- 
stood man’s nature, and national policy of the best kind, as 
well as any other people that ever existed, knew the efficacy 
of ihe stage in meliorating the morals, the manners, and the 
opinions of a peopie, and, therefore, made use oi it as a great 
state engine. heir poets studiously interwove the public 
events of Greece into their dramatic poeiry, and made their 
tragedies national concerns, which, as such, were sanctioned 
by iaw and supported out of the public treasury. Thus the 
glories of their heroes were registered.and rewarded—the in- 


fluence of their example extended—a lively ambition to ex- 
cei in valour, virtue, and wisdom was disseminated by the 
sentiments which the genius and skiii of the poets put into 
the mouths of their leading characters, and young men en. 
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deavoured to model themselves by those characters and sen- 
timents. 

Dramatic criticism was not left by the Greeks, as it is by 
the moderns, to operate at ,andom, or yielded up to the will 
or the caprice of vain, ignorant, presumptuous, or corrupt 
pretenders. A bench of judges to the number of ten, select- 
ed for their learning, integrity, and acknowledged excellence, 
were appointed by law to preside at theatric representations, 
and to determine what was fit for the public to hear, and 
what not. These were sworn to decide impartially, and they 
were vested with an authority which extended to the infliction 
of summary punishment on impure, mischievous, or offensive 
pieces. They had the power to punish with whipping, and 
were authorised to bestow great rewards for merit. Thus, 
Sophocles was awarded a dignified and lucrative govern- 
ment for one of his pieces, and an unfortunate comic poet of 
the name of Evangelus was publicly whipped. This circula- 
ted a spirit of correctness, and a chaste and delicate taste 
through the people, as was evidenced in the case already men- 
ed, of one of the tragedies of Euripides, which was instantly 
censured for the introduction of a vitious sentiment in favour 
of riches. How unlike our playhouse critics of modern times 
were those Athenians. By them, no regard was paid to pri- 
vate solicitation, to personal partiality, or to national, party, 
or other prejudice. At these times it is otherwise, at least in 
Great Britain and America; and the sentence to be passed on 
the piece or the player, in common with most other popular 
decisions, too often turns on the great master hinge of party 
spirit or personal prejudice. Imbecility is bolstered up, and 
merit blasted by the clamours of an ignorant and corrupt few, 
who, with roar and ruffian impudence spread their perverted 
opinions, and at last pass them through the ignorant multitude 
with the current stamp of public decision. 

It would be unpardonable to omit in this part of the his- 
tory the circumstance of Dionysius, the horrible tyrant of 
Syracuse, having been a candidate for fame in dramatic poe- 
try. Though utterly destitute of poetical talents, or of any 
means of obtaining approbation for his writings, save only 
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that of extorting it by terror, and even by the infliction of 
death, he laboured under the most inveterate passion for 
poetic honours. By means not known, he got possession of 
some loose writings and memorandums of Aischylus, and 
from them patched up some pieces which he vainly endea- 
voured to pass for his own: but the people were not to be 
deceived. With a view to extend his fame he despatched his 
brother Theodorus to Olympia, with orders to repeat there 
in public, some verses in his name, in competition with some 
other poets for the poetical prize: the people, however, had 
too much taste to endure them, and rewarded his muse with 
groans and hisses. At Athens, however, he had better suc- 
cess ; for he obtained the prize there for a composition which 
he sent in his name, but which was chiefly written by Anti- 
phon, the son of Sophocles, whom he put to death for declin- 
ing to praise some of his verses. Conscious, as he must have 
been, that the prize, though awarded to his name, did not be 

long to himself, he was more overjoyed at obtaining it than at 
all the victories he had ever obtained im the field of blood. 
And absurd as it may appear, he had so obstinately set his 
heart upon being considered a great poet, that he had recourse 
to the most mean as well as cruel expedients to accomplish it, 
For this purpose, he endeavoured to suborn a poet who lived 
under his patronage. The man, whose name was Philoxenus, 
had lost the favour of the king, and was imprisoned by him 
for the seduction of one of his female singers. Having writ- 
ten some verses, the tyrant bethought him of establishing their 
reputation by getting Philoxenus to express publicly his ap- 
probation of them, and for that purpose ordered him from his 
prison: but the poet, too proud and virtuous to purchase 
his liberty by the sacrifice of truth, refused; in consequence 
of which, Dionysius ordered him to the quarries to work as a 
slave. Some time afterwards, being released, he was asked at 
a public feast, his opinion of some of the king’s verses ; upon 
which, knowing that the inquirers were the tyrant’s agents, 
he answered, by exclaiming aloud, “Lead me back to the 
quarries!” His answer had such an effect upon Lienysius 
that he forgave Philoxenus, and restored him to his fvour. 
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BIOGRAPHY—FOR THE MIRROR. 


SKETCH OF THE LIFE OF THE LATE MR.e- HODGKINSON, 


Tue illustrious lord Verulam, detailing in one of his 
essays the various motives to envy in the human bosom, says, 
“ men of birth are noted to be envious towards new men—tor 
their distance is altered.” His lordship might with safety have 
extended the proposition to those whom either wealth, or 
casualty unconnected with high descent or personal merit, 
have raised to worldly power and prosperity. Men who 
have been lifted to the summits of society by the accumula- 
tion of money, still more than those who stand there in right 
of the decayed merit of their ancestry look down with scorn 
upon their fellow-beings who toil below, and too often view 
with jealousy and repugnance, the endeavours of those who 
aspire to that eminence, of which they themselves are so vain 
and ostentatious. Elevation from an humble condition to 
conspicuity and rank, bespeaks superior personal merit; and 
to many of those who figure in, what is called, high life, it is 
to be feared that the bare mention of personal merit, would 
look like an indirect reproach. 

Not only in that class, however, but in most others of 
society, there are multitudes who can boast of very different 
sentiments—men of real worth and discernment, who do not 
disdain to contemplate the exertions of a powerful mind in its 
aspirations to dignity, nor turn with contempt from the man 
whom nature has enriched, though it should have been his 
lot to come into the world under the depression of a needy 
or obscure parentage.—Persons of lberal hearts, and lumi- 
nous minds well know that in the moral world there are 
natural laws, which like those of gravitation in the physical, 
oppose the elevation of all whom chance has thrown down 
to the bottom of life, rendering it difficult or rather indeed 
uiterly impracticable for them to rise, but by means of the 
most gigantic powers; and therefore consider those who 
emerge to the top by the fair exercise of their natural talents, 
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as the only valuabe levellers—the real and substantial assert- 
ers of the equality of men. 


No apology therefore can be expected, for offering to thé 
public a short sketch of the life of John Hodgkinson—a man, 
who, though dropped, at his birth, a darkling, into the world, 
contrived by the exercise of his personal endowments, with- 
out aid, friend, influence, or advantage, save those which 
nature in her bounty vouchsafed him, to mount to the highest 
rank in his profession—a profession to excel in which, re- 
quires more rich endowments of mind and person jointly, 
than any of those to which men have recourse for the acqui- 
sition of fame or fortune. 

There may be some to whom the history of such a man, 
and the equitable adjudication of applause to such talents as 
he possessed will not be very palatable. Feeble men, ever 
jealous, ever envious, sicken at the praise of greatness; and 
pride will elevate its supercilious brow in disdain, at the eulo- 
gy of the lowly born. But the former may set their hearts at 
rest (if such hearts can have rest) when they are told that in 
the present instance truth will qualify the praise so richly 
deserved, with some alloy of censure not less so: and the 
latter, who affect to despise the stage while they draw from 
it delight and instruction, will perhaps forgive the man’s en- 
dowments in consideration of his calling, and think the sin 
of his talents atoned by the penance of being a player. 

The paternal name of this extraordinary actor was Mea- 
dowcroft ;—but this he relinquished on a certain necessity 
that will be mentioned hereafter, taking in its stead that of his 
mother’s family, which he continued to retain long after that 
necessity had ceased to exist, and bore to the day of his death. 
At the time of his birth his father was an humble husband- 


man, and lived not far from Manchester; and very near to 
the mansion-house of 





Harrison, esquire. From this, he 
moved into the city where he set upa public house well known 
to several persons now in America, one of whom recgllects 
to have seen young John figuring there in capacity of waiter, 
er as it is commonly called in England, pot-bov. His father 
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dying, the widow married another husbanu—and John was 
put out to an apprenticeship, in some inferior department of 
the silk trade. Having, from his infancy, disclosed manifesta- 
tions of that exquisite voice and fine taste for music, which 
afterwards acquired him such fame as a singer, he was put 
to sing with the boys in one of the churches of Manchester, 
where he very soon distinguished himself not only for the 
power and compass of one of the sweetest countertenor 
voices in the world, but for a taste and accurate execution 
uncommon to his age and untutored condition. 

While the boy was drinking in, with rapture, the applause 
bestowed upon his musical talents, his master earnestly de- 
precated, and violently opposed the cultivation of them. In 
the contentions between this applause and that opposition— 
between the charming flattery of the one, and the mortifying 
severity of the other, the boy took that side which it was 
natural for him to prefer; and genius, the parent of courage 
and enterprise, suggested to him from time to time a variety 
of expedients for baffling all his master’s designs, and eluding 
his sharpest vigilance. He-collected around him a number 
of boys of about his own age, who by a weekly subscription 
which they contrived to collect, rented a cellar in an obscure 
retired alley—provided themselves with musical instruments, 
and, with paper decorations and patchwork, formed a littie 
theatre, whitherthey resorted, every moment they could snatch 
by stealth or pretext, from their parents’ and masters’ control, 
in order privately to practise music and dancing, to spout and 
to perform (in their way) plays, operas and farces. At this 
time the whole amount of the schooling which the boy had 
received, barely enabled him to read a chapter in the testa- 
ment, to scrawl a very indifferent manuscript, and to form an 
indistinct notion of the two or three first rules of vulgar arith- 
metic. Such was the cunning and address with which these 
youngsters managed their theatre, that they enjoyed it several 
months without THE OLD ones being able to discover where 
they wasted their time. One answer always served JoHN 
when questioned by his master— Where have you been 
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miching now, you young rascal?”—‘“ Nowuere sir!” This 
NOWHERE (so very indefinite) the master construed into any- 
where in the streets, playing at marbles, top, or chuck-farth- 
ing; but of the true place he had not the most distant con- 
ception. After some time they began to apprehend that 
their retreat would be discovered either by accident or the 
vigilance of the old folks, and this had the effect of increa- 
sing their caution and sharpening their ingenuity and cun- 
ning. They affected to loiter and play in distant streets, and 
courted detection there, in order to elude any suspicions that 
might lead to a discovery of their playhouse; and as they 
never ventured to indulge their ambition by figuring away 
before any but their own little society, and were the only 
auditors, as well as the actors of their pieces, they calculated 
upon being able to carry on their scheme till time should set 
them free from parental control; provided there should be 
no treachery among themselves. However, their confidence 
in one another was great. ‘“ Of one only,” said Hodgkinson, 
to this writer, “‘ we entertained the least doubt, and you will 
smile to hear the cause of it: it was, because he was the son 
of an attorney—he was bottom however to the last, and is 
now as worthy a man as any in society.” 

Most of what is here related came to the knowledge of 
the writer in desultory conversations with Hodgkinson, and 
two other persons now in America. “ I have very often,” 
said John, “ reflected on the success of our stratagems, and 
could not help inferring from it a truth which moral philoso- 
phers have long since laid down; that little cunning is mast 
perfect in weakest minds. I am persuaded that our company 
could not, when grown up to manhood, have acted with half 
the minute ingenuity which we displayed on that occasion.” 
‘‘T had one day, continued he, put on my best clothes for 
the purpose of rehearsing LioneL. I panted for a suit of 
black for it, but could not obtain one; so I was fain to put 
up with one of blue. It was almost new to be sure, but was 
daubed over with brass buttons, and therefore rather unfit 


for the clerical Lionel. That, however, I dared not alter. 
VoL. tf. re 
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Returning home when our play was over, I descried my 
master coming towards me, and, convinced thai he saw me, 
I turned into a corner, as if to hide myself, knelt down in 
order to cover the knees of my small clothes with dust, pul- 
led out my bag of marbles and chalk, which I always carried 
for the purpose of deception, and daubed my thumbs and 
fingers, and even my sleeves and waistcoat with chalk, as if 
I had been playing marbles. ‘ Aha, you young villain, he 
cried, before he got up to me, you have been playing marbles, 
have you! I'll marble you, you rascal.” Having accom- 
plished my purpose, I ran away too fast for him to catch me. 
That night I heard him say, ** One would think the fellow 
was too old to play marbles, by this time !—I dont know 
what the d—I to do with him.” In fact (continued Hodg- 
kinson) we were, like birds, in the daily habit of playing a 
thousand tricks to draw away intruders or suspicion from 
our nest.” 

After a concealment protracted to an astonishing length, 
however, the nest was at last discovered, the poor birds were 
dispersed, and our hero took his ill-fledged flight to perch 
upon distant sprays, and to pick his meat from the hand that 
caters for the sparrow. This was the pivot upon which the 
whole life of Hodgkinson turned. The irresistible impulse 
of a vigorous genius would, most probably, under any other 
circumstances, have sent him ultimately to the goal of his 


destination ; but this event hastened it, most unpropitiously - 


hastened it, and, in an evil hour, cast him forth upon the 
world, a youth, or rather a boy, ill educated, untutored, un- 
protected, a precocious adventurer, unprovided with money, 
and wholly dependant upon God and his own efforts, not on- 
ly for the food that was to sustain his existence, but for the 
whole stock of prudence, moral rectitude, and knowledge that 
were to carry him through life. On this part of the history of 
Mr. Hodgkinson the candid reader will keep his eye steadily 
and unalterably fixed. If men who have been brought up with 
every advantage of excellent education, good breeding, and 
moral and religious instruction, and who have not been let 
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forth from the hand of guardianship, till their knowledge has 
been established, and their morals confirmed by habit and 
good example, are daily seen running headlong into vice, and, 
with shipwrecked morals, sinking into ruin, can we at all 
wonder if a poor boy, cast forth into the world in the cir- 
cumstances of Hodgkinson, and, like a half decked skiff, with 
lofty rigging and no ballast but its own intrinsic weight, 
drifted out upon the tempestuous ocean of iife, without com- 
pass, or chart, or means of keeping reckoning, should have 
sometimes struck upon those treacherous shelves which lay 
hidden in the track before him? Is there not rather just 
cause for wonder that he did not speedily sink to the bot- 
tom, but that, on the contrary, he kept afloat, advanced to 
conspicuity and fame, and would, in all probability, have ul- 
timately come with flying colours toa mooring in the port of 
honour and happiness, if Death had not unexpectedly ar- 
rested him in his progress. 

It was a little after the time when Hodgkinson had en- 
tered his fifteenth year, that the retreating place of our little 
company of players and musicians was discovered. They 
were all lads not only of lively genius but of high mettle, and 
of vigorous animal spirits. Like master Dick, in Murphy’s 
farce of the Apprentice, they had their heads stuffed with 
scraps of plays, with which they interlarded their discourse, 
cracked their jests, praiséd their favourites, and satirized 
their enemies, among which last the very worst, in their opi- 
nions, were their parents, guardians, and masters. ‘“ The 
character of Dick,” said Hodgkinson more than once to thts 
writer, “‘is not overcharged.” Our youngsters were quite 
pat at stage gabble, and 


Fathers have flinty hearts, no tears can move them, 


with effusions of a similar tendency, every day resounded 
from their theatrical cellar, followed by bursts of thoughtless 
merriment and laughter. : 

One day our little cellar company were engaged in re- 
hearsing Dibdin’s comic opera of the Padlock. Being the 
best singer, Hodgkinson had the part of Leander allotted to 
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him, sore against his will, Mungo being at that time his fa- 
vourite character. As he played the first fiddle he was em- 
ployed in scratching away an accompaniment to the Mungo 
of the day, in the song of 


Dear heart, dear heart, what a terrible life am I led, 


when a noise was heard at the door of a passage that led 
to the cellar, as if it were a person pushing against it. In- 
terrupted thus unseasonably, master Mungo, in apparent pa- 
nic, suddenly ceased to sing. ‘“* What do you stop for?” 
said John. ‘ Didst thou not hear a noise?” said the other, 
assuming the tone, and perhaps feeling the alarm too, of 
Macbeth, in the dagger-scene. ‘“ Bravo, bravo!” cried 
Hodgkinson, “ excellent! You can’t do Mungo half so well. 
It is I, sir, I that can do Mungo to the very life. Now I 
say, boys, with what feeling could I pour out from my heart 
and soul, “ Oh cussa heart of my old massa—him damn im- 
pudence and his cuss assurance.” This he followed with a 
spirited twang of “‘ Dear heart” on the violin, accompanying 
it with the words. Againa noise was heard. ‘ What can 
it be?” said one. ‘ What can it be?” said another. There 
was a push at the door. “Oh!” cried Hodgkinson, “ it’s 
only one of the hogs that roam about the alley, who, having 
more taste than the o/d ones, is come to hear our mirth and 
music.” At this moment the door was burst open, and 
John’s master entered. Before the latter had time to speak, 
or John to reflect, the boy’s wit got the better of his pru- 
dence, and he roared out, in the words of Hamlet, “ Oh my 
prophetic spirit! did I not tell you that it was a hog?” Hi- 


therto the master had never gone so far as to strike him ; but 


now, enraged beyond all control at what he saw and heard, 
he struck the boy with his fist in the face, wrung the fiddle 
out of his hand, and smashed it to pieces on his head. John, 
who could run like a greyhound, and well knew how far he 
could trust to his heels, no soofer got out of the cellar than 
‘he let loose the floodgates of his wrath, and poured forth 
upon his astonished master a torrent of invective, partly 
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the slang of the mob, and partly supplied from plays and 
farces by his memory; then assuring “ the ugly illnatured 
hunks” that he never should see him again till he was able 
to make his thick scull ring with a drubbing, he disappeared, 
and prepared to leave Manchester. 

A few months antecedent to this event, a circumstance 
occurred to Hodgkinson the relation of which properly comes 
in here. Two persons, genteelly dressed, coming to his mo- 
ther’s house, called for a room and some beer, and asked if 
they could get dinner. It was Sunday, and John, as usual, 
spent the day at home. He was busily employed in the entry 
making a bridge for a fiddle, and, as he cut away, accompani- 


ed his labour with a song, upon which a person belonging to. 


the house* chid him angrily or rather very severely for singing 
on the sabbath. He made no other reply than that of changing 
from a soft song, which he barely hummed, to the laughing 
song of Linco nm Cymon, which he roared out obstreperous- 
ly, by way of asserting his independence. A verbal scuffle 
ensued, which he still interlarded with bursts of song and 
laughter; the door of the room opened; the two gentle- 
men interfered, and calling him into the parlour, requested 
him to sing Linco’s song through for them. He complied ; 
they lavished encomiums on his performance; and one of 
them said to the other “Dll be hanged if he does not sing it 
much better than Wilder.” + These words John never forgot ; 
and he owned to this writer, about six years ago, that they 
still tingled in his ear, though, at the time they were uttered, 
he did not know who was meant by Wilder. The person 
who said this patted him on the head, stroked down his hair, 
affectionately, and added “ You are a dear boy. May God 
Adpighty bless and prosper you!” The other gave him a 


a 





* T believe it was the man his mother married ; but he never told 
me so, being retentive on that subject.—Biog. 

t+ There are many people in“America who remember Hodgkin- 
son’s excellence in singing the famous laughing song “* .Vow’s the time 
Sor mirth and glee.” 
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crownpiece, and desired him to keep it for his sake. Had 
he given him a hundred crowns they would have been nothing 






to the honied words of the former. In truth, the leading ioi- 































ble of Hodgkinson through life, was vanity—the great taproot 
of all his irregularities and errors. He was quite agog to learn 
| who those two men might be: he asked, but no one knew 
| them—they were strangers. In the afternoon, however, they 
were joined by some players who were performing in the town; 





and from one of those he learned that the two strangers were 
from Ireland—He who gave him the crownpiece being a gen- 
tleman of the name of Comerford, a merchant—he who gave 
him his blessing, a Mr. Dawson, a player of Dublin, who 
was an acting assistant, and a kind of purveyor for the ma- 
nager of the theatre in that city, and stepfather to the cele- 
brated William Lewis. The Mr. Wilder alluded to was many 
years an actor and singer in Dublin and the original Linco 
and colonel Oldboy of that city. 

That crownpiece John had put into the hands of his mo- 
ther, to keep. Having taken his resolution to leave Man- 
chester, and seek his fortune, he went home, took the crown 
piece from the place where it was deposited, and getting up 
before break of day next morning, put on his best clothes, 
packed up a shirt, and took leave of Manchester. His first 





notion was to go to sea, to which end he took the road to 
Bristol, knowing that his master would, by means of the con- 





stant intercourse between Manchester and Liverpool, readily 
detect him if he went that road—an event more terrible to him 
than death; the penalty for runaway apprentices being very 
severe and disgraceful. It was on this occasion he dropped 
the name of MrgapowcrortT, and adopted the much less ele- 








gant one, of Hodgkinson. is 
Here the reader will naturally pause, in order to reflect upon 


I —— 


the very extraordinary picture now presented to him. A boy 
of little more than fourteen years of age, unschooled ; little 
bil better than illiterate ; destitute of useful knowledge ; cut off 
from parents, friends and connexions ; and without any visible 
means of livelihood, rushing forward into a world of stran- 
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gers, undismayed at the prospect before him; “ full of life, and 
hope, and joy,” and, like the lark of a summer’s morning, carol- 
ing as he winged his way. Any reader who has felt the fears 
and anxieties of a parent when the dear boy of his heart has been 
for a short time missing, and remembers the pangs of doubt, 
the apprehension, the painful forebodings, nay, the despair 
itself into which an absence protracted beyond custom, and 
not to be accounted for, has thrown hin, will be able, from a 
retrospect of his reflections on such an occasion, to imagine 
what must have been the danger of this boy, and what the 
courage he must have had to encounter it—and will, while pon- 
dering with admiration upon his fortitude and manliness, 
tremble for his fate. This writer once asked him if he 
was not horror-struck when he found himself in Bristol sepa- 
rated from all his friends, and well remembers his answer.— 
‘*No,” said he, “ Though I was little instructed and no book- 
scholar, I was notignorant. Young as I was, I had formed 
opinions of life from its pictures in plays and farces, and taken 
full measure of my situation. I knew that I had nothing to 
expect in Manchester, or any other place, but from my own ex- 
ertions, and therefore thought that the sooner I set to work 
the better. Those whom you call my friends, could do little 
for me if they were ever so well disposed, and I cannot say 
much for their disposition. I looked upon them and their 
purposes respecting me, rather as clogs and fetters, than as aids ; 
and I am convinced I was right. I had no fear, because I 
had health and strength to do several things to earn my bread, 
(I could sing if I could do nothing else) and never once lost 
sight of the persuasion that I should one time or other be 
something better than a pot-boy or a mechanic. Nor did I 
meet in my journey anything to discourage me. Some sus- 
pected me of being a runaway ’tis true, and looked severely 
at me; but I minded them not; and one man, a wagoner who 
carried me a whole night in his wagon, owned that he had 
taken me in gratuitously, for the purpose of having me deli- 
vered up ; but that I fairly sung and talked him into a regard 
for me, during the night. 





Few charged me anything for 
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what I eat, and I brought more than half my crown into Bris- 
tol with me. I had besides a pair of silver buckles in my 
shoes, and a silver seal to my watch.” 

You had a watch then ?— 

‘“* Yes—value sixpence, one of those they sell at fairs. I 
had bought it about half a year before—put a nice green ri- 
band to it, and atwopenny key.—This it was that got me the 
silver seal, and [ll tell you how. The Sunday after I bought 
it, I stood in the aisle of the church, looked at the great clock, 
and pompously pulling out my pewter watch, and looking at it 
as proudly as it were a real one, affected to wind it up and set 
it, studiously comparing it with the church clock and putting 
»* a worthy man of some opu- 





itupto my ear. A Mr. 
lence, who lived near us and was in the habit of coming to our 
house to take his pint, came up to me and, witha serious air, 
pulling out his old gold watch, with a gold dial plate, gravely 
said to me, while he inwardly laughed—*“ Pray sir what is the 
time of the day by your watch,—let us see, do our watches 
agree, sir :” I blushed. —‘*Nay, said he, I do but jest with you 
my child—you must not be angry with me. Come, come ; if 
you have not a gold watch, you shall have a silver seal to tie 
to your riband,” saying which he brought me home and, tak- 
ing one,from the drawer of a black inkstand, gave it to me. 
What had a boy to fear that had three shillings in his pocket, 
a silver seal hanging to his watch string, and a pair of large 
silver buckles in his shoes? nothing—at least so I thought at 
that time.” 


(70 be continued.) 





* The writer laments that he has forgot this person’s name. 
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PORTRAIT OF THE CELEBRATED BETTERTON. 
(Continued from page 140.) 


NoTWITHSTANDING the extraordinary power he showed 
in blowing Alexander once more into a hlaze of admiration, 
Betterton had so just a sense of what was true or false ap- 
plause, that I have heard him say, he never thought any kind 
of it equal to an attentive silence; that there were many 
ways of deceiving an audience into a loud one; but to keep 
them hushed and quiet was an applause which only truth and 
merit could arrive at; of which art there never was an equal 
master to himself. From these various excellencies, he had 
so full a possession of the esteem and regard of his auditors, 
that, upon his entrance into every scene, he seemed to seize 
upon the eyes and ears of the giddy and inadvertent. To 
have talked or looked another way would then have been 
thought insensibility or ignorance. In all his soliloquies of 
moment, the strong intelligence of his attitude and aspect 
drew you into such an impatient gaze, and eager expectation, 
that you almost imbibed the sentiment with your eye, before 
the ear could reach it. 

As Betterton is the centre to which all my observations 
upon action tend, you will give me leave, under his character, 
to enlarge upon that head. In the just delivery of poetical 
numbers, particularly where the sentiments are pathetic, it is 
scarce credible upon how minute an article of sound depends 
their greatest beauty or inaffection. The voice of a singer is 
not more strictly tied to time and tune than that of an actor in 
theatrical elocution. The least syllable too long, or too slightly 
dwelt upon in a period, depreciates it to nothing ; which very 
syllable, if rightly touched, shall, like the heightening stroke 
of light from a master’s pencil, give life and spirit to the 
whole. I never heard a line in tragedy come from Better- 
ton wherein my judgment, my ear, and my imagination were 
not fully satisfied, which, since his time I cannot equally say 
of any one actor whatséever; not but it is possible to be mutch 
VoL. 1. Ff 
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his inferior with great excellencies, which I shall observe in 
another place. Had it been practicable to have tied down the 
clattering hands of the ill judges who were commonly the 
majority of an audience, to what amazing perfection might 
the English theatre have arrived, with so just an actor as 
Betterton at the head of it! If what was truth only could 
have been applauded, how many noisy actors had shook their 
plumes with shame, who, from the injudicious approbation of 
the multitude, have bawled and strutted in the place of me- 
rit! If, therefore, the bare speaking voice has such allure- 
ments in it, how much less ought we to wonder, however we 
may lament, that the sweeter notes of vocal music should so 
have captivated even the politer world into an apostacy from 
sense to an idolatry of sound. Let us inquire whence 
this enchantment rises. I am afraid it may be too naturally 
accounted for: for when we complain that the finest mu- 
sic, purchased at such vast expense, is so often thrown away 
upon the most miserable poetry, we seem not to consider that 
when the movement of the air and the tone of the voice are 
exquisitely harmonious, though we regard not one word of 
what we hear, yet the power of the melody is so busy in the 
heart, that we naturally annex ideas to it of our own creation, 
and, in some sort, become ourselves the poet to the compo- 
ser ; and what poet is so dull as not to be charmed with 
the child of his own fancy? So that there is even a kind of 
language in agreeable sounds, which, like the aspect of beau- 
ty, without words, speaks and plays with the imagina- 
tion. While this taste, therefore, is so naturally prevalent, I 
doubt, to propose remedies for it were but giving laws to 
the winds, or advice to inamoratos. And however gravely 
we may assert that profit ought always to be inseparable from 
the delight of the theatre: nay, admitting that the pleasure 
would be heightened by the uniting them, yet, while instruc- 
tion is so little the concern of the auditor, how can we hope 
that so choice a commodity will come to a market where 
there is so seldom a demand for it! 
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It is not to the actor, therefore, but to the vitiated and 
low taste of the spectator that the corruptions of the stage, of 
what kind soever, have been owing. If the public, by whom 
they must live, had spirit enough to discountenance and 
declare against all the trash and fopperies they have been so 
frequently fond of, both the actors and the authors, to the 
best of their power, must naturally have served their daily 
table with sound and wholesome diet.—But I have not yet 
done with my article of elocution. 

As we have sometimes great composers of music, who 
cannot sing, we have as frequently great writers that cannot 
read; and though, without the nicest ear, no man can be 
master of poetical numbers; yet the best ear in the world will 
not always enable him to pronounce them. Of this truth 
Dryden, our first great master of verse and harmony, was a 
strong instance. When he brought his play of Amphytrion 
to the stage, I heard him give it his first reading to the actors, 
in which, though it is true, he delivered the plain sense of eve- 
ry period ; yet the whole was in so cold, so flat, and unaffec- 
ing a manner, that I am afraid of not being believed when I 
affirm it. 

On the contrary, Lee, far his inferior in poetry, was so pa- 
thetic a reader of his own scenes, that I have been informed 
by an actor who was present, that while Lee was reading to 
major Mohun, ata rehearsal, Mohun, in the warmth of his 
admiration, threw down his part and said, Unless I were able 
to play it as well as you read it, to what purpose should I 
undertake it? And yet this very author, whose elocution 
raised such admiration in so capital an actor, when he at- 
tempted to be an actor himself, soon quitted the stage in an 
honest despair of ever making any profitable figure there. 

From all this I would infer, that let our conception of what 
we are to speak be ever so just, and the ear ever so true, yet, 
when we are to deliver it to an audience (I will leave fear 
out of the question) there must go along with the whole a 
natural freedom and becoming grace, which is easier to con- 
ceive than to describe: for without this imexpressible some- 
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what, the performance will come out oddly disguised, or 
somewhere defectively unsurprising to the hearer. Of thig 
defect too, I will give you yet a stranger instance, which you 
will allow fear could not be the occasion of. If you remem- 
ber Estcourt, you must have known that he was long enough 
upon the stage, not to be under the least restraint from fear, 
in his performance. This man was so amazing and extraor- 
dinary a mimic, that no man or woman, from the coquette to 
the privy-counsellor, ever moved or spoke before him, but 
he would carry their voice, look, mein, and motion instantly 
into another company. I have heard him make long ha- 
rangues, and form various arguments, even in the manner of 
thinking, of an eminent pleader at the bar, with every the 
least article and singularity of his utterance so perfectly imi- 
tated, that he was the very alter ipse, scarce to be distin- 
guished from his original. Yet more; I have seen upon the 
margin of the written part of Falstaff, which he acted, his own 
notes and observations upon almost every speech of it, de- 
scribing the true spirit of the humour, and with what tone of 
voice, look, and gesture eacl¥ of them ought to be delivered ; 
vet, in his execution upon the stage, he seemed to have lost 
all those just ideas he had formed of it, and almost through 
the character, laboured under a heavy load of flatness. Ina 
word, with all his skill in mimickry, and knowledge of what 
ought to be done, he never, upon the stage, could bring it 
truly into practice, but was upon the whole, a languid unaf- 
fecting actor. After I have shown you so many necessary 
qualifications, not one of which can be spared in true theatri- 
cal elocution, and have at the same time proved, that with 
the assistance of them all united, the whole may still come 
forth defective, what talents shall we say will infallibly form 
an actor? This, I confess, is one of Nature’s secrets, too 
deep for me to dive into. Let us content ourselves, there- 
fore, with affirming, that Genius, which Nature only gives, 
only-can complete him. ‘This genius then was so strong in 
Betterton, that it shone out in every speech and motion of 
him. Yet voice and person are such necessary supporters to 
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it, that, by the multitude, they have been preferred to genius 
itself, or at least often mistaken for it. Betterton had a voice 
of that kind which gave more spirit to terror than to the soft- 
er passions ; of more strength than melody. The rage and 
jealousy of Othello became him better than the sighs and ten- 
derness of Castalio : for though in Castalio he only excelled 
others, in Othello he excelled himself, which you will easily 
believe, when you consider, that, in spite of his complexion, 
Othello has more natural beauties than the best actor can 
find in all the magazine of poetry, to animate his power and 
delight his judgment with. 

The person of this excellent actor was suitable to his 
voice, more manly than sweet, not exceeding the middle sta- 
ture, inclining to the corpulent ; of a serious and penetrating 
aspect ; his limbs nearer the athletic than the delicate pro- 
portion ; yet however formed, there arose from the harmony 
of the whole a commanding mein of majesty, which the fair- . 
er faced, or as Shakspeare calls them, the curled darlings of 
his time, ever wanted something to be equal masters of. There 
was some years ago to be had, almost in every print-shop, a 
mezzotinto, from Kneller, extremely like him. 

In all I have said of Betterton, I confine myself to the 
time of his strength, and highest power in action, that you 
may make allowances from what he was able to execute at fif- 
ty, to what you might have seen of him at past seventy: for 
though to the last he was without his equal, he might not 
then be equal to his former self ; yet so far was he from be- 
ing ever overtaken, that for many years after his decease, I 
seldom saw any of his parts in Shakspeare supplied by others, 
but it drew from me the lamentation of Ophelia upon Ham- 
let’s being unlike what she had seen him. 


Ah! wo is’me! 
T’ have seen what I have seen, see what I see! 


The last part this great master of his profession acted 
was Melantius, in the Maid’s Tragedy, for his own benefit, 
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when being suddenly seized by the gout, he submitted, by ex- 
traordinary applications, to have his foot so far relieved, that 
he might be able to walk on the stage, in a slipper, rather than 
wholly disappoint his auditors. He was observed that day, 
to have exerted a more than ordinary spirit, and met with 
suitable applause ; but the unhappy consequence of tampering 
with his distemper was, that it flew into his head, and killed 
him in three days, I think, in the seventy-fourth year of his 
Age. 

That Betterton was as good an actor as ever lived, and 
that he shone most conspicuously in parts of dignity and fire, 
is pretty certain; yet his externals were such as would at 
first sight be thought very unfavourable. ‘The famous Tony 
Aston, in a work called “ A brief Supplement to Colley 
Cibber,” gives the following picture of Mr. Betterton, the 
fidelity of which has never been questioned. 

“Mr. Betterton though a superlative good actor, laboured 
under ill figure, being clumsily made, having a great head, a 
short thick neck, stooped in the shoulders, and had fat short 
arms, which he rarely lifted higher than his stomach. His 
left hand frequently lodged in his breast, between his coat and 
waistcoat, while with his right he prepared his speech. His 
actions were FEW, BUT yUsT. He had little eyes and a broad 
face, a little pock-frecken, a corpulent body, and thick legs, 
with large feet. He was better to meet than to follow; for 
his aspect was serious, venerable and majestic. In his latter 
time he was a little paralytic. His voice was naturally Jow 
and grumbling; yet he could tune it by an artful climax, which 
enforced universal attention, even from the fops and orange- 
girls. He was incapable of dancing even in a country dance, 
as was Mrs. Barry; but their good qualities were more than 
equal to their deficiencies. Betterton was the most extensive 
actor from Alexander to sir John Falstaff.” 

“His younger cotemporary, Powel, who was only forty, 
when Betterton was sixty-three, attempted several of Better- 
ton’s parts, as Alexander, Faffier, &c. but lost his credit, as in 
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Alexander he maintained not the dignity of a king, but out- 
heroded Herod; and in his poisoned mad scene out-raved all 
probability, while Betterton kept his passion under, and show- 
ed it most, as fume smokes most when stifled. If I was to 
write of him all day, I should still remember fresh matter in 
his behalf.” 

The following facetious story of Betterton and a country 
tenant of his is related by Aston. 

Mr. Betterton had a small farm near Reading, in Berk- 
shire, and the countryman came, in the time of Bartholomew 
fair, to pay his rent. Mr. Betterton took him to the fair, 
and going to one Crawley’s puppet-show, offered two shil- 
lings for himself and Roger, his tenant. ‘ No, no, sir,” 
said Crawley, “‘we never take money from one another.” 
This affronted Mr. Betterton, who threw down the money, 
and they entered. Roger was hugely diverted with Punch, 
and bred a great noise, saying that he would drink with him, 
for he was a merry fellow. Mr. Betterton told him he was 
only a puppet, made up of sticks and rags. However Roger 
still cried out that he would go and drink with Punch. 
When Master took him behind where the puppets hung 
up, he swore he thought Punch had been alive. However, 
said he, though he be but sticks and rags, [P'll give him six- 
pence to drink my health. At night Mr. Betterton went to 
the theatre, when was played the Orphan, Mr. Betterton 
acting Castalio, Mrs. Barry Monimia. ‘“ Well,” said Mas- 
ter, “show dost like this play, Roger!” ‘ Why, I don’t 
know,” said Roger, “ it’s well enough for sticks and rags.” 
This anecdote is falsely related of Garrick. 
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I have always considered those combinations which are formed in the playhouse as acts 
of fraud or cruelty, He that applauds him who does not deserve praise, is endeavouring to 
deceive the public, He that hisses in malice or in sport is an oppressor and a robber, 

Dr. Johnaon’s Idler, No. 25 


Master Payne’s performances concluded. 


Or the characters represented by this young gentleman, 
those in which he has evinced greatest powers are Douglas, 
Tancred, and Romeo, while that in which he 1s least excep- 
tionable, is Frederick in Lover’s Vows. In his Octavian, 
which followed next after Douglas, some of the pathetic pas- 
sages were beautifully expressed. Mrs. Inchbald, in her 
prefatory remarks to the play of the Mountaineers, says, 
“* This true lover requires such peculiar art, such consummate 
skill in the delineation, that it is probable his representative 
may have given an impression of the whole drama unfavour- 
able to the author. Nor is this a reproach to the actor who 
fails; for such a person as Octavian would never have been 
created, had not Kemble been born some years before him. 
But, notwithstanding the difference of their ages, it is likely 
they will both depart this life at the same time.” While the 
difficulty of delineating Octavian, and the merit of a living 
performer of it are such, that it is scarcely possible to think 
of the play without thinking of Kemble, it has so happened 
that scarcely any character has been attempted by so many 
actors of all qualities—nor is there one in which so few have 
come off with actual disgrace. Men who could scarce- 
ly be endured in third or fourth rate parts, have selected 
Octavian to figure in, on. their benefit nights. One man who 
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was laughed at in every other character, was supposed by a 
misjudging audience to play Octavian well; nay, to our 
knowledge, was preferred to Hodgkinson and Cooper in it. 
The reason is plain: to the portraying of madness, the inju- 
dicious can imagine no limits. The more a madman raves 
and roars, the better; rags, slovenliness, and matted hair, 
and beard too, are the usual associates of awkwardness and 
vulgarity. Any man, therefore, who can rant and play the 
extravagant, no matter how ungracefully, may pass with some 
audiences for a very natural Octavian—an abominable ab- 
surdity ! For these two reasons, Octavian is a very hazard- 
ous part for a performer who aims at substantial fame, to 
attempt. In Master Payne’s performance of it, there was 
no extravagance to censure ; nothing that had the least ten- 
dency to enrol him among the Bedlamite butchers of the 
character, nor was there, on the other hand, a complete uni- 
form delineation of Octavian to afford him the same rank in 
that, which criticism willingly allows him in some other cha- 
racters. 

Not so Frederick, his performance of which was one con- 
sistent piece of natural, affecting, and indeed skilful acting. 
In the scenes of filial tenderness with his mother, and in the 
solemn but spirited remonstrances with the baron Wilden- 
heim, he displayed such equal excellence that criticism might 
incur the charge of injustice by giving the preference to 
either. The character, as Master Payne acted it, was made 
up by him from the two antecedent translations of Mrs. Inch- 
bald and Mr. Thompson ;—by a union of both of which this 
youth has produced a better acting play than either. He 
lately published it at Baltimore with an advertisement pre- 
fixed, written by himself, to which we refer our readers, 
with a strong recommendation to them to peruse it. 

In the characters selected by Master Payne there are but 
four which we can think judiciously chosen. For the whole 
selection we should find it difficult to account, if we did not 
know that they had before been chosen for Master Betty; 
by thus closely walking in the steps of whom, iaster Payne 
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has, in our opimion, wronged himself. It is evident that in 

choosing characters for the infant Roscius of England, his 

instructors had it more in view to exhibit the boy as a pro- 

digy, than the characters well acted. The people were to 

be treated to an anomalous exhibition, and the greater the 

anomaly the better the treat. What but a determination to 

inflame public curiosity to the highest pitch by a contrast as 
absurd as unnatural, could have induced them to put forward 
a little boy of twelve years old in the formidable tyrant Rich- 
ard? like modern composers of music, their object was not to 
produce harmony or natural sweetness, but to execute diffi- 
culties. As the actor was a boy loitering on the verge of 
childhood, the plan, if not correct, was at least politic. But 
the public do not look on Master Payne in that light, and 
therefore, he ought to have selected parts more suitable to his 
time of life and talents. Parts calculated to aid and not de- 
press him. What judicious actor is there now living who 
would not think it injurious to him to be put forward by a 
manager in Selim or in Zaphna? The united powers of 
Mossop in Barbarosa, and—Garrick in Selim could barely 
keep that play alive. We have seen Mossop play it to a 
house of not ten pound, though aided by the first Zaphira in 
the world, Mrs. Fitzhenry. From either of those characters 
Master Payne could not derive the least aid. His Hamlet 
we put out of the question—we did not see it. 

On his Tancred we can dwell with very different sensa- 
tions. Considering the materials he had to work upon, his 
delineation of the character was highly creditable to his 
talents. For the love part, little more can be done by a good 
actor, than by a good reader ;—as poetry, it is soft, and sweet, 
and flowing; as a practical representation of that passion it 
is mawkish: yet, in the performance of Master Payne, it was 
not entirely destitute of interest. In all the rest; in every 
scene with Siffredi, particularly in his warm expostulations 
with the honest, but mistaken old statesman ; in his subse- 
quent indignation and despair; in his lofty bearing and 
menaces to Osmond, and thence onward to his death, he was 
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truly excellent, seemed perfect master of the scene, and in 
depicting the tumult of passions which struggle in the bosom 
of the lordly Tancred, evinced that he possesses the legiti- 
mate genius, and true spirit that should inform the actor. 
For his benefit he personified Romeo. The house was 
so crowded, and in all places that were accessible after the 
doors were opened, there was so much pressing, confusion, 
ill-mannered noise and struggle, and rudeness, that few but 
those who had places taken in the front boxes could see or 
hear the play out. From the upper gallery, where with diffi- 
eulty we at last got a seat, we indistinctly saw what passed on 
the stage, and could hear a little by snatches. What we did 
hear and see induced us to lament our not hearing and seeing 
more, and to wish that we may speedily have another op- 
portunity of witnessing a performance respecting which there 


is but one opinion, and that highly favourable to Master 
Payne’s reputation. 


MR. COOPER, 


Scarcely had master Payne disappeared in his transit south- 
ward, when Mr. Cooper followed, and, in describing his an- 
nual orbit, was seen here for nine nights; during which he 
performed the following characters. 


Friday 29th Dec.—Richard the Third. 
Saturday 30th.—Zanga in the Revenge. 


Monday ist Jan.—Leon in Rule a Wife and have a Wife. 
Wednesday 3d.—Othello. 
Friday 5th.—Macbeth. 


Saturday 6th.—Pierre in Venice Preserved. 
Monday 8th.—Hamlet. 


Wednesday 10th.—Hotspur. 
Friday. 12th.—Michael Ducas in Adelgitha. 
Saturday 13th.—Penruddock—and after it Petruchio. 


Of all the actors we have ever seen in the old world or in 
the new, he who imposes the most difficult task upon the cri- 
tic is Mr. Cooper. It is scarcely. possible to generalize his 
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acting. The great inequality of his performance, the defects 
of some parts, the doubtfulness of others, and the amazing 
beauties which he frequently displays, forbid the critic, if 
he have a due regard to truth, to give to the different parts 
of any one character Mr. Cooper performs the same measure 
of praise or disapprobation. 

Hardly have our nerves ceased to vibrate, and our hearts 
to leap in consequence of perhaps a series of electrical strokes 
of irresistible effect and beauty, when our patience is put to 
trial by some defect, or our feelings left to grow cold and lan- 
guid for want of an appropriate continuous excitement. To 
walk step by step with him through those alternations, and to 
decide in circumstantial detail upon this gentleman’s title to 
critical applause, would require a minuteness of description in- 
compatible with the scheme of this publication ; yet, since the 
high rank which he very deservedly holds in his profession 
renders it important that just opinions should be formed upon 
the subject of his performances, and thut his merits should be 
as closelv as possible canvassed, and as precisely ascertained, 
it would be inconsistent with the duty of a public critic wholly 
to decline the task, however difficult and laborious he may 
find it. 

We have now before us a criticism upon Mr. Cooper which 
once appeared in a periodical publication at Charleston S. C. 
and in which I find the following passage. 

*¢ Nature husbands her gifts so carefuily that where equality 
appears in all the parts of any object, supreme excellence is 
rarely seen; where great beauties are found, they are gene- 
rally mixed with some considerable alloy. Of all the actors 
we have ever seen, Mr. Mossop was the one whom Mr. 
Cooper, in this respect, most resembles. With him, when it 
was nota blaze, it was a cloud. No man, not Garrick himself 
ever equalled his beauties ; but his defects were great. The 
beauties, however, were so far superior in numbers to the de- 
fects, and in quality, to the excellencies of all other men, that 
he obtained from the greatest critic of that day, the title of the 
Tragédy Sheet Anchor.” All this is strictly true; but there 
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is this difference between that great actor and Mr. Cooper, 
Mossop never committed a fault from negligence; studi- 
ously, I might almost say superstitiously, devoted to the cul- 
tivation of his professional talents, he left nothing undone 
which industry could accomplish, and whenever he went 
wrong, failed from an almost pedantic desire to do too much— 
from a stiffness and stateliness of deportment, and an embar- 
rassment of which he had begun to get rid but a few years 
before his death. Mr. Cooper labours under no obstruction 
of this kind. 

The natural talents displayed by Mr. Cooper in most of his 
performances forbid it to be believed that his failures result 
from incompetency ; or that there is any excellence, to which 
the actors of the present day attain, too great for his grasp, 
if his industry were nearly equal to his personal endowments. 
But the honest and zealous critic loses all patience, when he 
sees first talents supinely contenting themselves with less than 
first honours. What are the natural or acquired endowments 
of Kemble or Cook, whether mental or corporeal? Certainly 
not superior to those of Mr. Cooper. How do they respec- 
tively stand in the records of professional fame? It would be 
invidious to give the answer. 

If one could, with certainty, estimate a player’s actual 
performance from his untried talents, and were asked what 
disqualifying circumstance exists to prevent Mr. Cooper 
from playing Richard, Othello, Zanga or Hotspur as well as 
any man—we should answer none! But when, having seen 
him act, we come in the capacity of public critics to adjudgé 
him his rights, we feel the mortifying necessity of speaking 
other language. | 

In Othello and Zanga, the inequality of Mr. Cooper’s act- 
ing is strikingly conspicuous. Of the great distinction be- 
tween the colloquial familiarity suitable to ordinary dialogue, 
and the solemn, dignified, and lofty delivery becoming the 
orator in a great public assembly, Mr. Cooper seems to have 
entirely lost sight in the celebrated speech to the senate, the 
first lines of which may serve as a lesson how the whole 
should be spoken. 
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“Most potent, grave, and reverend signiors, 
My very worthy and approved good masters.” 


The pompous sound of these words, as well as the awful- 
ness of the place, and the august character of the assembly to 
which they are addressed, sufficiently indicate the manner in 
which they ought to be uttered. Instead of this Mr. Cooper 
(no doubt with the view to avoid pomposity and bombast) 
threw into them an air of familiarity like that of a person nar- 
rating a private transaction to an intimate friend or acquaint- 
ance: Yet no sooner does he come to the impassioned parts, 
where strong emotions call forth the manly energies, than he 
flames up with the character. In the third scene of the se- 
cond act, he displays much force and dignity in the following 
lines : 

He that stirs next to carve for his own rage, 
Holds his soul light ; he dies upon his motion. 
Silence that dreadful bell, it frights the isle 
From her propriety. 


And afterwards: 


Now by heaven 

My blood begins my safer guides to rule ; 

And passion, having my best judgment collied, 
Assays to lead the way: IfI once stir 

Or do but lift this arm, the best of you 

Shall sink in my rebuke, &c. &c. 


And indeed through the whole of that scene he was impres- 
sive and important: nor, with the exception of those occa- 
sional lapses which we have to regret in almost every charac- 
ter he plays, even in his Macbeth, and the liberties he oc- 
casionally takes with the text, was there any reason to com- 
plain, while every now and then, he emitted some of those 
splendid scintillations of light which distinguish his acting 
from that of every competitor in America. 

In the last act, his performance was superlatively great. So 
great indeed, that if all the other parts had been nearly equal 
to it, we should not at all hesitate to put it in competition with 
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the Othello of any man now living. As it was, we pay it no 


compliment in saying that it was in every part much superior 


to that of Pope, the guandam Othello of Covent Garden. 
ZANGA. 

The character of Zanga would at first sight seem to be well 
calculated for Mr. Cooper’s talents: yet we cannot say that 
we very much admire himin it. That in his execution of the 
part Mr. Cooper goes beyond Mr. Kemble is certain, while 
his conception of it is nearly thesame. In the latter, both ure 
deficient. If there ever was a character which only one man 
in the world could play perfectly, Zanga is that character, and 
Mossop was that man. In a mixed company some years ago 
at Mr. Foote’s, the celebrated doctor John Hill lanched out 
in praise of Mossop. Foote likewise admired him, but could 
not refrain from ridiculing and mimicking some of that great 
actor’s stately singularities ; upon which Richard Malone said, 
and Garrick was present, “ You must own this one truth, how- 
ever, because I have it from the highest authority (bowing to 
Garrick) that Mossop is the only man who was ever known 
so to acta character that the judgment of anation has not 
been able to mark a fault in it.” “I have often said,” replied 
Garrick, “that Mossop’s Zanga is perfectly faultless—but 
that is too little to say of 1t—it is a brilliant without a speck.” 

Upon that extraordinary actor’s performance of Zanga, 
every word and action of which Fancy, while we are writing 
this, whispers in our ears and figures to our eyes, we build 
our conception of the character; and, in conformity to that 
conception, pronounce Mr. Cooper and Mr. Kemble to be 
both wrong in material points, chiefly in the first part of it. 
In the year 1800 we saw Kemble attempt the Moor, and en- 
dured great pain from his efforts; for not only his reading (as 
it is called) of the part was erroneous, but his organs were too 
feeble for the character; a defect of which Mr. Cooper has 
not to complain. 

Of Mossop’s Zanga, there was not one line from the be- 
ginning to the end which, while he was uttering it, a specta- 
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tor would not believe to be the best. In every part the gran- 
deur of Zanga’s character broke through the clouds of horror 


and humiliation that surrounded him; and in the very first 
scene the magnanimity of the poet’s Moor, was exalted to 
something of more than human sublimity, by the player. In 
the disclosing of his discontent to Isabella, the painting to her 
of his mental agonies, and the avowal of his hatred to Alon- 


zo, the emotions which Mossop excited in the spectators were 
too awful and interesting to be imagined by those who have 


not felt them. The deep and affecting solemnity of his narra- 


tive, interrupted by the occasional flashes of passion which 
burst from him, was in strict congeniality with the dreadful 


elementary storm in which it is introduced. In the hands 
of other actors this part makes little impression. 


Hear then. ’Tis twice three years since that great man, 
(Great let me call him for he conquered me ) 
Made me the captive of his arm in fight. 


The loftiness of the Moor’s nature, and his conscious pride 
were by the peculiar delivery of the second line, as perfectly 
unfolded as they could be by volumes. 

Again : 


One day (may that returning day be night, 
The stain, the curse, of cach succeeding year -) 
For something, or for nothing, in his pride 

He struck me. (While I tell it do I live ?) 

He smote me on the cheek. 


The words comprehended in parentheses, are occasional 
starts of digression dictated by rage, and should be uttered 
passionately, we do not mean loudly, but with vehement in- 
dignation! So Mossop uttered them, changing his key and 
speaking the words with the rapidity expressive of rage— 
and then, after a struggle, falling down to the solemn level of 
his narrative again. These, however, Mr. Kemble spoke ra- 
ther in a tone of whining lamentation. The limited organs of 
Mr. K. might make it policy in him to do so; but Mr. Coo- 
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per has not that plea to offer. Be that as it may, the character 
is defaced by it. ‘The Moor’s fire is not supposed to be ex- 
tinguished ; it is only covered up, to break out with more ter- 
rible fury, when the accomplishment of his purpose will allow 
it. In going over the sad recital of his woes, to a confidential 
friend, the poet, in order the more perfectly to unfold his cha- 
racter, makes the hidden fire burst forth in momentary blazes. 
To sink this is to deprive the character of one of its most es- 
sential beauties; to give it the directly opposite expression of 
piteous lamentation is, indeed, reversing the noble character 
of the Moor. 

One of the wonderful excellencies of Mossop in this 
part was his artful display of hypocrisy in the words and 
purpose, while his external port silently asserted his superi- 
ority, and the native majesty oi his looks and manner be- 
spoke the magnitude of the sacrifice he was making to ven- 
geance, thereby giving a deeper colouring to the inexorable 
vindictiveness of his nature, and more forcibly illustrating the 
inflexible firmness of his soul. All other actors that we 
have ever seen reduce Zanga to a mere slavish croucher in 
all points; and destroy the very basis of the character by an 
overacted humiliation, highly improper because too glaring 
not to excite Alonzo’s suspicions. He must be a dull Alon- 
zo indeed, if he could not look through such flimsy dissi- 
mulation. 

Yet with all these defects, for which, as well as many 
other transgressions, the modern crop of young actors are 
indebted to the example of Mr. Kemble, Mr..Cooper gave 
us in several places as great satisfaction as with our remem- 
brance of “ THe Zanga,” we ever hoped to experience. 
From the time he ayows his villany to Alonzo, on to the 
end, he deserved unqualified praise; nor can we imagine 
how any one who had not made up his mind upon the great 
original, to whom we have alluded, could wish or conceive it 
to be more happily performed. 

Mr. Wood’s Alonzo was an animated and respectable 
piece of acting. 

VoL. & nh 


















a 
if 
a? 
Bs 






















230 DRAMATIC CENSOR, 


Ricwarp III. 

Mr. Cooper conceives thet crookbacked usurper with 
sufficient accuracy, reads it with tolerable correctness, and 
acts it with great spirit. In this character he evidently has 
the greatest model extant [Cooke] in his eye. When first, 
some five years ago, we saw Mr. Cooper perform Richard, 
we thought he played it tolerably, but wanted weight. He is 
much improved in this respect since that time, and has ac- 
quired in those few years a sufficiency of the personal impor- 
tance requisite for the character of Richard. 

VENICE PRESERVED. 

PrEeRRE is a character admirably suited to Mr. Cooper’s 
talents. There are but few of his performances to which we 
sit with more pleasure. Few in which he is so little excepe 
tionable. On this occasion he was supported by his friend 
JArFrIerR ina manner that reflects much credit on Mr. Wood. 
And Mr. Wood is not a little indebted to Azs Belvidera al- 
so. Could we speak as favourably of his Iago, we should 
have introduced him in the proper place. Mr. Cooper’s 
grenadier’s cap, added nothing, to say no worse of it, to his 
appearance. 

A fashion has prevailed for some years (introduced by 
the doctors of the perspective and statuary school of action) 
which sometimes increases the difficulty of giving verisimi- 
lity to the scene, or rather destroys it altogether. We allude 
to the actors, in all possible cases, entering from the back, or 
near it. This though sometimes right, is peculiarly impro- 
per when the entering character is to speak aside as he en- 
tefs, and is supposed by the cunning of the scene not to be 
heard by the character who is on the stage before him. It 
was particularly observable in the performances of Othello 
and Venice Preserved. In the third scene of the third act, 
when Othello, followed "by Iago, enters to Desdemona, ,Himai- 
lia, and Cassio, (which last takes his leave suddenly on the 
Moor’s approach) and Iago, in prosecution of hisyplan, ex- 
claims, so as to be heard dy Othello only, “ Ha! I Like nor 
rat,” Mr. Cooper and Mr. Wood entering too far from 
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the stage, rendered it necessary for the latter to utter those 
words (aside) so loud, that they must necessarily have been 
heard by ail the other characters on the stage. 

Again, in Venice Preserved, in the night-scene on the 
Rialto, Jafher being on the stage in his proper place, solilo- 
quizing, Pierre enters and says what certainly neither Jaf- 
fier nor any but the audience should be presumed to hear. 
Mossop, Sheridan, Henderson, et id genus omne, entered so 
near the stage, that the voice of Pierre might be supposed to 
reach the audience, without passing through Jafher’s ear. 
Side speaking ought always to be done in that way. Mr. 
Cooper, on the contrary, entered from the wing next the 
back scene, so that Jaffier stood between him and the audi- 
ence, and must of course be supposed to have heard hin, if 
the audience heard him; as they did, very distinctly too, 
from the remote end of the stage, say aloud, 


‘** Sure I’ve staid too long : 
The clock has struck, and I may lose my frroselyte.” 


Exclusive of which a great injury to the necessary illusion 
arises from the side speaker being obliged to speak so high 
that not only the characters on the stage, but the people in 
the neighbouring houses must be supposed to be all let into 
the secret,and he cannot, therefore, be thought to intend to 
speak aside. In the good old times they were as scrupu- 
lously exact in these matters, as they are now most blamably 


lax. 
HAMLET. 


Many of Mr. Cooper’s admirers set down his Hamlet 
as the best of his performances; a proposition to which we 
can never accede. Some parts of it, no doubt, are excellent, 
and in the play scene before the court, he is scarcely surpas- 
sed by any one. But in our opinion his Hamlet fades from 
the sight, when put in competition with his 

MACBETH, 
in which he unquestionably takes the lead of all the actors 
that have ever appeared in this country; and is in our judg- 
ment preferable, in many parts, to either Kemble or Cooke ; 
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far, very far, superior to Holman. His dagger-scene is ini- 
mitably fine; but by following Mr. Kemble’s idea, he loses 
much in his return from the scene of murder. Before Mr. 
Kemble every actor followed the plan of Garrick with more 
or less success; and from them, viz. Sheridan, Mossop, 
Reddish, Henderson, all of whom we have seen, we can state 
the difference between the old and new school in this most 
trying scene. We have never witnessed the performance of 
Garrick ; but have seen pictures of him in that very part, one 
particularly by Sir Joshua Reynolds, of which there is an en- 
graving, and which exactly corresponds with the action of all 
of his whole school, of whom the best was certainly Mr. She- 
ridan. Just as lady Macbeth, who is waiting his return from 
the chamber of blood, says, in soliloquy, 


‘“‘Hark ! I laid their daggers ready, 
He could not miss them,” 


the noise of a hasty foot was heard within, she paused, and 
then proceeded, 


~ ‘* Had he not resembled 
My father as he slept, I had done’t.” 


At that moment the door opened and Macbeth appeared, a 
frightful figure of horror, rushing out sideways with one dag- 
ger, and his face in consternation, presented to the door, as 
if he were pursued, and the other dagger lifted up as if pre- 
pared for action. Thus he stood as if transfixed, seeming 
insensible to every thing but the chamber, unconscious of any 
presence else, and even to his wife’s address of “ my hus- 
band.” In this breathless state, he hastily said in a whisper, 
as if to himself, 


“‘ T have done the deed.” 


then, after a pause, in a tone of anguish and trepidation, with- 
out ever taking his eyes from the chamber, he still whisper- 
ed in a quick, sharp tone, 


* Didst thou not hear a noise ?” 
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Nor did he quit this attitude, but with eyes still fixed upon 
the chamber door continued to carry on the broken dialogue 
that follows, in fearful whispers. 


““L. M. Did not you speak ? 
M. When? 
L.M. Now. 


M. As I descended ? 
L.M. Ay. 
M. Hark! 
Who lies in the second chamber. 
L. M. Donaldbain.” 


Then for the first time he drew his hands together with the 
daggers in them, and in the most heart-rending accents ex- 
claimed, 


‘“« This is a sorry sight.” 


Thus represented by Mr. Sheridan, this scene was perhaps 
the most interesting in the drama. What then must it have 
been when done by Garrick. A critic now before us speak- 
ing of Garricksand Mrs. Pritchard in this part, says, “ His 
distraction of mind and agonizing horrors were finely con- 
trasted by her apathy, tranquillity, and confidence. The 
beginning of the scene, after the commission of the murder, 
was conducted in terrifying whispers. Their looks and ac- 
tion supplied the place of words. The poet here gives only 
an outline of the consummate actor—‘I have done the 
deed,” &c. “ Didst thou not hear,” &c. The dark colour- 
ing given by Garrick to these abrupt speeches made the 
scene tremendous to the auditors. The wonderful expres- 
sion of heart-felt horror which Garrick felt when he viewed 
his bloody hands, can only be conceived by those who saw 
him.” Murpuy, who confirms this account by Davies, says 
that when Garrick reentered the scene with the bloody dag- 
gers in his hands, he [Murphy] was absolutely scared out of 
his senses. It is but fair to add, that the great dramatic cen- 
sor who wrote in 1770 says “* Without any exaggeration of 
compliment to Mr. Sheridan, we must place him in a very 

































ti. ‘ae . 
— 


x n od 
— hy moe BE 
~~ ad 


ea ae 
ae seo gecs ey or | 


< 


A mm a2-= <= 
< Sa a eg pias 











234 DRAMATIC €ENSOR. 


respectable degree of competition with Mr. Garrick in the 
dagger-scene; and confess a doubt whether any man ever 
spoke the words “ this is a sorry sight,” better. 

How vapid, meagre, frigid, and unaffecting has been the- 
performance of this part since Mr. Kemble’s reign. Ac- 
cording to his institutes, Macbeth closes the door with the 
cold unfeeling caution of a practised house-breaker, then lis- 
tens, in order to be secure, and addresses lady Macbeth as 
if, in such a conflict, Macbeth could be awake to the sug- 
gestions of the lowest’kind of cunning. 

In his entrance to the witches in the cauldron scene, Mr. 
Cooper suffers the character to sink. This is one of the 
parts with which the audience, at one time, used to be most 
gratified by the powers of their great actors. The critic 
from whom we have cited above, adverting to Henderson’s 
Macbeth, which was astonishingly great, says, “‘ In the mas- 
terly conjurution of the witches, in the cavern, so idly omit- 
ted by Kemble, he was wonderfully impressive.” 

Yet there is upon the whole so littke exceptionable, and 
such abundant beauties in Mr. Cooper’s Maebeth, that we 
think he ought there to plant his standard. Imagination 
figures to us the magnificent exhibition he might make of it, 
by studying from the best authorities and descriptions, the 
various attitudes and action of Garrick in the scenes alluded 
to, which are recorded not only in several books and por- 
traits, but in the memory of many men living. 

Henry Iv. 

Of Mr. Cooper’s Hotspur we do not wish to speak in de- 
preciation, nor are we prepared greatly to praise it. To com- 
pensate, however, for this, to our own wishes, we confess 
our inability to say too-much of his performance of Leon. 
And we feel pleasure in adding that in 

ADELGITHA, 
he reaped a whole harvest of laurels. His Michael Ducas, 
being not only a masterly, but an original performance, one 
which we cannot reasonably hope to see excelled, and which 
we may in vain, perhaps, expect to see equalled. 
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We have a long arrear against us on account of the thea- 
tre. But we hope to discharge it in regular order and in 
due time. Meantime we cannot refrain from expressing by 
forestallment our great satisfaction at the successful run and 
favourable reception of “The Foundling of the Forest.” 
Hf the manager and actors are indebted to the public for the 
great encouragement and approbation bestowed upon that 
play, the public are no less indebted to the manager for his 
zeal, unsparing expense, and judicious arrangements in the 
casting of the parts, and to the actors, particularly Mr. 
Wood, for their excellent performance of it But upon that 
subject we shall enlarge hereafter. 





THEATRICAL INTELLIGENCE. 
Mr. Dwyer. 


Tue American stage has received, in the person of Mr. 
Dwyer, one of the greatest acquisitions that it has ever had 
to boast of. We have never had the pleasure of seeing this 
gentleman’s performance ; but we have collected from the 
periodical publications of Great Britain sufficient to convince 
us that he is an actor of great merit, and, in his line, of the 
first promise. No man treads so closely on the heels of the 
inimitable Lewis as Mr. Dwyer. ‘“ Light dashing comedy,” 
says a judicious British critic, ** is his forte, and in it he is al- 
most faultless.” In Belcour, Charles Surface, and characters 
of that cast, he excels, and his Liar is acknowledged to be 
the first on the British boards. 

From a professional gentleman of this city of acknowledg- 
ed taste and erudition, who saw him in England, we have 
had a description of Mr. Dwyer. He says that nature has 
been uncommonly bountiful to this actor. That he is very 
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respectable degree of competition with Mr. Garrick in the 
dagger-scene; and confess a doubt whether any man ever 
spoke the words “ this is a sorry sight,” better. 

How vapid, meagre, frigid, and unaffecting has been the- 
performance of this part since Mr. Kemble’s reign. Ac- 
cording to his institutes, Macbeth closes the door with the 
cold unfeeling caution of a practised house-breaker, then lis- 
tens, in order to be secure, and addresses lady Macbeth as 
if, in such a conflict, Macbeth could be awake to the sug- 
gestions of the lowest’kind of cunning. 

In his entrance to the witches in the cauldron scene, Mr. 
Cooper suffers the character to sink. This is one of the 
parts with which the audience, at one time, used to be most - 
gratified by the powers of their great actors. The critic 
from whom we have cited above, adverting to Henderson’s 
Macbeth, which was astonishingly great, says, “‘ In the mas- 
terly conjurution of the witches, in the cavern, so idly omit- 
ted by Kemble, he was wonderfully impressive.” 

Yet there is upon the whole so little exceptionable, and 
such abundant beauties in Mr. Cooper’s Maebeth, that we 
think he ought there to plant his standard. Imagination 
figures to us the magnificent exhibition he might make of it, 
by studying from the best authorities and descriptions, the 
various attitudes and action of Garrick in the scenes alluded 
to, which are recorded not only in several books and por- 
traits, but in the memory of many men living. 

Henry Iv. 

Of Mr. Cooper’s Hotspur we do not wish to speak in de- 
preciation, nor are we prepared greatly to praise it. To com- 
pensate, however, for this, to our own wishes, we confess 
our inability to say too-much of his performance of Leon. 
And we feel pleasure in adding that in 

ADELGITHA, 
he reaped a whole harvest of laurels) His Michael Ducas, 
being not only a masterly, but an original performance, one 
which we cannot reasonably hope to see excelled, and which 
we may in vain, perhaps, expect to sec equalled. 
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We have a long arrear against us on account of the thea- 
tre. But we hope to discharge it in regular order and in 
due time. Meantime we cannot refrain from expressing by 
forestallment our great satisfaction at the successful run and 
favourable reception of “The Foundling of the Forest.” 
Hf the manager and actors are indebted to the public for the 
great encouragement and approbation bestowed upon that 
play, the public are no less indebted to the manager for his 
zeal, unsparing expense, and judicious arrangements in the 
casting of the parts, and to the actors, particularly Mr. 
Wood, for their excellent performance of it But upon that 
subject we shall enlarge hereafter. 





THEATRICAL INTELLIGENCE. 
Mr. Dwyer. 


Tue American stage has received, in the person of Mr. 
Dwyer, one of the greatest acquisitions that it has ever had 
to boast of. We have never had the pleasure of seeing this 
gentleman’s performance ; but we have collected from the 
periodical publications of Great Britain sufficient to convince 
us that he is an actor of great merit, and, in his line, of the 
first promise. No man treads so closely on the heels of the 
inimitable Lewis as Mr. Dwyer. “ Light dashing comedy,” 
says a judicious British critic, ‘* is his forte, and in it he is al- 
most faultless.” In Belcour, Charles Surface, and characters 
of that cast, he excels, and his Liar is acknowledged to be 
the first on the British boards. 

From a professional gentleman of this city of acknowledg- 
ed taste and erudition, who saw him in England, we have 
had a description of Mr. Dwyer. He says that nature has 
been uncommonly bountiful to this actor. That he is very 
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handsome, has a fine person, and might, in lively, bustling, 
genteel comedy, be as great as any man, if his industry were 
equal to his natural endowments. 

Mr. Dwyer has played Hamlet and other tragic charac- 
ters; but the critics we have read seem so intent upon his ex- 
cellence in the sock, that they forget to say anything particu- 
lar of his merits in the buskin. 

In this dearth of theatrical talents, every lover of the dra- 
ma will rejoice at this new acquisition to the American thea- 
tre. Mr. Dwyer is said to be an Irishman. His name says 
it for him. No doubt his countrymen will be not a little 
proud of him; for he is reported to possess, inno common 
measure, all the recommendations to the eye on which they 
nationally set such value—stature, bone, muscle, symmetry, 


and comeliness. 


State of the British stage. 

Notwithstanding the losses sustained by the death of 
some actors, and the defection of others, the stock of talents 
is not likely to be entirely exhausted. Though nothing has 
for years appeared that has a tendency to fill up the void 
which succeeded the Augustan age of acting, which ended 
with the death of Garrick, Barry, and Mossop, still merito- 
rious performers, both male and female, arise, who promise 
to preserve the stage from sinking into utter disrepute. 

Foremost among these is a Mr. Young, who bids fair to. 
outstrip all competitors, as a general actor. The extent of 
his powers, the versatility of his talents, and the advantages 
of his face and person are stated by the critics, in the public 
prints, to be very extraordinary ; and we feel great pleasure 
in having it in our power to say that the opinions of those 
are amply confirmed by the verbal reports of American gen- 
tlemen of taste and discernment, who, in the course of the 
last year, frequently saw Mr. Young perform. Some think 
he excels in comedy ; the majority prefer his tragedy. Ad- 
mitting the Stranger to fall under the latter denomination, 
Mr. Young must stand higher in the buskin than in the sock, 
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since that is allowed to be his most perfect performance. In 
confirmation of which little more need be advanced than that 
it is admitted he very seldom, if ever, falls short of the great 
original, Mr. Kemble, in that character, and sometimes goes 
beyond him. 

In Don Felix, Belcour, Charles Surface, and characters 
of that cast, he stands conspicuous for ease, elegant hilarity, 
gayety of manners, and vivacity of action. In tragic characters, 
not only in the fiery, the impassioned, and the grand, but in 
those of pomp and solemnity, he is said to be original, great, 
and striking. On his Hamlet and Macbeth the critics seem 
to have dwelt with peculiar attention and pleasure. 

Speaking of Mr. Y’s Hamlet, a learned and perspicuous 
critic says “ A performance exhibiting stronger marks of ge» 
nius, finer animation, or happier display of intellect we have 
seldom witnessed. Mr. Young has studied this master- 
piece of Shakspeare with infinite care, not merely as to the 
text and general scope of the character, but throughout all 
its shades and gradacions, discriminating with the utmost 
truth and nicety, each particular feature of Hamlet, and pre- 
senting a whole so finished and forcible, as to leave the strong- 
est impressions on the mind of his audience.” Tne same 
critic enters, with a spirit derived from a lively admiration 
ef his subject, mto the whole of Mr. Young’s Hamlet, of 
which he speaks in a strain of warm eulogy. Adverting to 
the instructions given by Hamlet to the players, he pays Mr. 
Y. this elegant compliment: “ The instructions to the players 
could not be better delivered. His own sensible performance 
was an apposite illustration of the excellent lesson which 
Shakspeare has in this scene bequeathed to the profession.” 
And he concludes thus: “ He is indeed an acquisition of im» 
portance. Of intellectual actors we have very few. Strut- 
ters and bellowers we have m abundance. We therefore hail 
Mr. Young’s appearance with more than usual satisfaction 5 
and the more so, since we hear that his manners are highly 
estimable in private life. On and of the stage he will thus 
prove an ornament to his professions 
: VoL. I. Tt 
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Mr. Young has played, besides the characters already 
named, Rolla, Penruddock, Lothaire, Othello, George Barn- 
well, Octavian, Osmond (Castle Spectre) Hotspur, Frede- 
rick in Lovers Vows, Petruchio, Gondebert, and many 
others, if not all with equal excellence, at least with so much 
as to rank him among the first masters of the art. 

Mr. Young’s face and person are said to be of a superior 
order. A good height, his figure is well formed ; his fea- 
tures expressive and flexible ; his voice, from the lowest 
note to the top of its compass, excellent, and his action and 
deportment gentlemanly and graceful. 

An actress of as great promise as any that has appeared 
on the British theatre in the memory of man, has lately come 
forth at Covent Garden, in the arduous character of Lady 
Macbeth, in which, if we are to trust the London critics, she 
at once started toa level with Mrs. Siddons. Her name is 
Smith. She has, like Mrs. Siddons, been on the stage from 
childhood, without being noticed by any but the happy few, 
some of whom augured highly of her from the first, and she 
has fully accomplished their prognostications. The first im- 
pressive trace we find of her in theatrical annals is in an Edin- 
burgh criticism. ‘“ AsI think most highly of this juvenile 
performer,” says that writer, “and entertain most sanguine 
hopes of seeing her soon at the head of her profession, I will 
not insult her by indiscriminate panegyric or mawkish praise. 
Her comedy is by no means satisfactory to me. The disad- 
vantage of a petite figure is not, in this department compen- 
sated by any high excellencies. Her comedy is generally 
speaking, rather meagre and unadorned, and in a degree point- 
less and ineffective.—But her tragedy merits every praise. 


_In richness and variety of tone; in propriety and justness of 


action and gesture; in picturesque and impressive attitude, in 
a nervous mellowed modulation ; in appropriate deportment- 
above all in the discriminating delicacy of taste, by which she 


distinguishes and expresses the feelings and workings of the 
heart, she is above praise.” 
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Miss Smith next meets us in London in.1808, playing lady 
Macbeth at Covent Garden, and is spoken of as follows ; 
“Macbeth by Mr. Kemble so frequently the subject of re- 

mark, and often of well-earned eulogy, affords little occasion 
for notice at this time; but concerning “his NEw partner of 
greatness”, as there was much to be admired, it is fit that 
something should be said. A just personification of lady 
Macbeth is perhaps the most difficult and dangerous under- 
taking an actress can enter upon: that silent but efficient aid, 
derived from the contagion of the gentler affections, from pity, 
sorrow, love; or even from the turbulent emotions of the 
mind, from anger, jealousy, revenge, “she must not look to 
have” in the’sympathetic bosoms of hearers or spectators ; her 
only operant power is terror, a frigid and unsocial passion, 
and hence perhaps it is that no actress, at least in modern 
times, has been found fully adequate to the task; the accord- 
ing testimony indeed of the best living or recent opinions may 
warrant a belief that Mrs. Pritchard displayed successfully 
the portraiture of this singular character; but when we hear 
a performer of our day, whom the public has long and de- 
sérvedly applauded, extolled as a perfect representative of 
lady Macbeth, and find this part held forth and distinguished 
as the pattern of her excellence, true criticism must reject the 
fallacy of the assertion, and the injustice it imposes upon that 
great actress herself, who in many other situations of the dra- 
ma, sustains an eminence above all rivalship. physical defects 
may often be lessened or concealed; but they will sometimes 
be too stubborn for the force of art, and thus, in the language 
of venal compliment, the poet said “ Pritchard’s genteel and 
Garrick’s six feet high” it cannot be denied that the former 
was eclipsed by the easy elegance of Mrs. Woffington, and 
the latter overborne by the majestic stature and deportment 
of Barry. The first appearance of Miss Smith last night in 
lady Macbeth, could not fail to conjure up, perversely to our 
mental view, the comparative superiority of Mrs. Siddons’s 
person; the effect was strong, but it was momentary; a deli- 
cate yet powerful and distinct varied voice, a pure, correct, 
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and exemplary enunciation, guided at once by a sound undet- 

standing, a correct ear, and a discriminating taste, a frame 

and expression of features not inferior to that of Mrs. Siddons 

herself, with action always just and frequently commanding, 
soon led us to the forgetfulness of her moderate stature, 
though oppressed, incidentally, by the towering dignity of her 
lord: It is the duty of an artist to contemplate the works of 
a renowned predecessor or contemporary with unaffected re- 
verence, but not with servile devotion, and Miss Smith occa- 
sionally varied, and with advantage, from the model that was 
before her. When Macbeth, incited to the murder of Dun- 
can, interposes—“if we should fail,” Mrs. Siddons with cool 
promptitude replies “‘we fail.” The punctuation indeed was 
suggested by Mr. Steevens; but it appears much too colloqui- 
ally familiar for the temper and importance of the scene; a 
failure, which here must be ruin, is an idea that could ne- 
ver be urged with temerity or indifference, and we heard the 
words with more decorum and much better effect from Miss 
Smith “we fail?” i. e. is it to be supposed that we, possessing? 
as we do, the power to overcome every obstacle, can miscar- 
ty? In the sleeping scene too, we have generally observed that 
the candlestick was deliberately placed upon the table in or- 
der to let the lady act the washing her hands more freely, but 
Miss Smith contrived to represent this action of a dream more 
naturally with the light in one hand. 

Some faults no doubt were discoverable, the most matert- 
al of which was an emotion of tenderness at times, and a que- 
rulous sensibility not proper to the character of lady Mac- 
beth’s cool, deliberate, and inflexible resolution by which the 
poet has distinguished her. Great allowance is due for the 
perturbation of the actress in so perilous and trying a situation, 
and into these, perhaps, much of the objection just hinted may 
be resolved: enough however was displayed of power, judg- 
ment, and execution to warrant a prediction, that as Miss 
Smith has already advanced to the first class in her profession, 
lady Maebeth bids fair to rank among the first of her per- 


formances. 
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Master Payne. 

From some English papers now in our possession, we find 
that the fame of this young gentleman has already reached 
Europe; in such sort too, as in all probability will ensure him 
a very favourable reception there, if he should be disposed to: 
try the experiment. Even at this time, the intercourse be- 
tween the two countries is such that nothing worthy of no- 
tice passes in one, without being soon known in the other. 
English gentlemen, who were lately in America, spoke, on 
their return to London, in such terms of Master Payne’s per- 
formances, as if they thought he would eclipse young Betty. 
However, we hope that the justice of his own country will 
prevent the necessity of merit such as his seeking encourages 
ment in strange and distant lands, 








MISCELLANY. 


THEOBALDUS SECUNDUS, 
OR 


SHAKSPEARE AS HE SHOULD BEs 
NO. IL. 


Hamlet, Prince of Denmark. 

When the celebrated Nat Lee was reproached with wri- 
ting like a madman, his answer was, “ Jt is very difficult to 
write like a madman, but very easy to write like a fool.” 
This sentence involves two assertions; the former is proved 
to be true by the play now under consideration, and the lat- 
ter by the numerous commentators it has produced. Doctor 
FarMER has obligingly exhausted all his learning to prove 
that SHAKksPeARE had none. “ Animasgue in vulnere po- 


gunt.” And Mr. Matoye has thought it necessary to bor- 
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row queen Llizabeth’s ruff, and eat beef-steaks with her 
maids of honour, in order, by living that age over again, te 
qualify himself to decypher the local allusions of our great 
bard. Poor Matone! if he had ever heard the old adage, 
that none but a poet should edit a poet,” he would have saved 
his midnight oil, and solicited a ray from Phebus. Now, 
f take the road to poetry to be just as plain as the road to 
Clapham. In the latter journey you have nothing to do but 
to invoke Rowland Hill, and in the former to invoke the sa- 
cred nine, and your business is done. You are dubbed one 
of the elect from that time forth, and nothing but Bedlam or 
the mint can invalidate your title. For myself, I can attri- 
bute my profound knowledge of the real text of my author, 
to no other than the following cause. On tufning acciden- 
tally to volume I, page 409, of cunning little-Is4 4c’s edition, 
I happened to alight upon certain antique instructions, “how 
a gallant should behave himself in a playhouse.” This code 
of dramatic laws I found ushered in by the following sen- 
tence: ** The theatre is your poet’s exchange, upon which 
their Muses (that are now turned to merchants) meeting, 
barter away that light commodity of words, for a lighter 
ware than words, p/audities, and the breath of the great 
beast, which, like the threatenings of two cowards, vanish all 
into air.” This great beast I take to be, ‘“‘ The many head- 
ed monster ofthe pit,” mentioned in after times by Pops, and 
the renowned Joun Butt, celebrated by me, THEOBALDUs 
SecuNDUs, in my dedication of last month. Be that howe- 
ver, as it may, I read the treatise through, and was so smit- 
ten with the accurate view it exhibited of the theatres of 
these days, that I immediately determined to transport my- 


self, as well as I could, to the golden times of the beheader of 


Mary Queen of Scots. I instantly ran to the water-side, bar- 
tered for a garret, purchased the wares of a strolling compa- 
ny at a bargain, and I now pen this dissertation reclining on 
clean straw, on a stage of my own construction, and smok- 
ing 2 pipe of Maryland tobacco, according to the authority 
above quoted. “ By spreading your body on the stage, and 
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by being a justice in examining plaies, you shall put your- 
self into such a true scenical authority, that some poet shall 
not dare to present his Muse rudely before your eyes, with- 
out having first unmasked her, rifled her, and discovered all 
her bare and most mystical parts before you at a taverne, 
when you, most knightly, shall for his paines, pay for both 
their suppers.” If all these paines do not produce a propor- 
tionate modicum of inspiration, then know I nothing of Par- 
nassus. Let us now proceed to business. 


In the very first scene of this celebrated tragedy, I find 
matter of discussion. 


Bernardo. Who’s there? 
Francisco. Nay, answer me—stand and u7fold yourself. 


This word has never (mirabile dictu) excited a single com- 
ment; but in my opinion it implies that Bernardo enters with 
his arms folded. ‘The judicious player will remember this, 
and when thus accosted will immediately throw back his 
arms, and discover his under vestments, like the “4m J a 
beef-eater now ?” in the critic. 


Bernardo. Long live the king. 
Francisco. Bernardo? 
Bernardo. He. 


Mr. Malone merely observes that this sentence appears to 
have been the watchword. So it was; but, in my mind, the 
watchword of rebellion. The times, as Hamiet afterwards 
observes, were out of joint, and the ambitious Bernardo, as 
it appears to me, was desirous of mounting the throne, hav- 
ing doubtless as good a right to do so, as the murderer Clau- 
dius. ‘The answer of Francisco favours my construction. If 
the loyal exclamation had been pointed at king Claudius, 
Francisco would have said Amen; instead of which he says, 


“‘ Bernardo,” signifying, What! you king? and Bernardo 


cooly answers, “ He,” signifying “ Yes, 2” Francisco con- 


tents himself with replying, “ You come most carefilly upon 


your hour,” and the rejoinder of the futere monarch puts 
my reading out of all doubt. 
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Bernardo. “Lis now struck twelve, get thee to bed Francieco. 


This so exactly resembles the charge of the usurper, Mac- 
beth, to his torch-bearing domestic, 


Go bid thy mistress when my drink is ready 
She strike ufion the bell—get thee to bed. 


Thus the guilt of Bernardo is proved by all laws of analogy. 
Here then we have two beef-eaters in disguise. Ay, beef- 
eaters! and I'll prove it by the next sentence. 


Francisco. For this relief much thanks: ’tis dz¢ter cold 
And I am sick at heart. 


Thus all the editors, without a single comment—Oh the 
blockheads ! Listen to my reading. 


Francisco. For this good beef much thanks: ’tis better cold, &c. 


Bernardo should in this place present an edge-bone to his 
friend, who should courteously accept it, like a good natured 
visiter, who bolts into the dining-room when dinner is half 
over and endeavours to avert the frowns of the lady of the 
house, by saying “‘ O! make no apologies—it’s my own fault 
—I like it better cold, &c. Let the property man, when this 
play is next acted, remember the beef. In the same scene 
Bernardo inquires “Is Horatio here?” who answers “* A 
piece of him.” Warburton, that dbow-wew, “ dog in fore- 
head,” says this signifies his hand, which direction should be 
marked. But how if his hand be not marked? It is not eve- 
ry player who has committed manslaughter on anybody but 
his author. In my opinion, an actor who scorns to be a 
mannerist will take it to signify his leg, which is quite as 
good a piece of him, as his hand, and, if he be a dancer, 
a much better, My interpretation of this passage is strength- 
ened by the usage of the clown in the dramatic entertain- 
ment entitled Mother Goose. When the late Mr. Lewis Bo- 
logna, as Pantaloon, proffered his hand in token of amity and 


forgiveness, Mr. Joseph Grimaldi protruded his foot into his + 


master’s palm. His reading was certainly the right.one. 
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In the course of conversation, Horatio asks, “*‘ What! has 
this thing appeared again to night? which is both irreverent 
and nonsensical. A ghost is nota thing. Macbeth says to 





that of Banguo, “ Unreal mockery, hence!” The passage th 
should be “ Has this king appeared ?” i 
Bernardo. Sit down a while 1 
And let us once again assail your ears, al 
That are so fortified against our story, ; ‘4 I 
What we two nights have seen. a 
This allusion to fortified ears, implies that the parties wore 4 | 
helmets that covered these organs. For we two nights, mal 
therefore, read “we two knights.” Knights were at that Ny 
time soldiers. So Joppa in his prophecy of the year 1790. sy 
The knight now, his helmet on, che 
The spear and falchion handles ; it 
But knights tien, as*thick as hops, ig 
In bushy bobs shall keep their shops, 
And deal, good lack ! in figs and tripe, 
And soap, and tallow candles. 
The ghost now enters, and retreats like lord Burleagh, in the | 
critic. ; 
Bernardo. See, it stalks away. ' 
ai 
Walks, if you please, Mr. Bernardo. I have heard of stalk- af 
ing horses indeed, and that of ‘Troy made many ghosts. But i 
ghosts themselves walk. In speaking to it afterwards, Ho- : 


ratio says, “* You spirits oft walk. ‘*He durst as soon have 
met the devil in fight,” as have said “ stalk.” The shades 
of difference in the meaning of these two words were nicely 
marked in a pantomime song of the late Mr. Epwiy, in 
which he courteously applied the word * walk”to the softer 


SeX, 
Then ma’am will you wadk in, sing folderol liddle, a 
And sir, will you s‘a/k in, sing folderol liddle, &c. ts 
~~. xk it 
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Tue following letter received from an unknown correspon- 
dent at Boston, was intended to be placed in the biogra~ 


phical part of the number, by way of supplement to the 
life of Mrs. Warren. Having been omitted, we offer it 


to our readers in the Miscellany. 


To the editor of the Dramatic Censor. 


SIR, 
In No. II, of the Dramatic Censor, I notice with plea- 


sure a biography of Mrs. Warren, in which, however, all 
mention of her appearance in Boston is omitted. That she 
excited enlightened admiration there, the following lines may 
evince, which were published there soon after her decease, 
and in which her voice is not unhappily commended. I 
transcribe them, that you may hereafter insert them or not, 
according to your opinion of their intrinsic merit. 


LINES, ON THE DEATH OF MRS. WARREN, FORMERLY MRS. MERRY 
OF THE LONDON THEATRE, 
Shall Belvidera’s voice no more 
Lend to the Muse its peerless aid, 
That erst on Aibion’s ingrate shore 
Sooth’d Otway’s discontented shade? 


She—to no single soil confin’d, 
Sought in our climes extended fame; 
The wreaths of either world entwin’d, 
And taught both continents her name. 


Nor, of those strains that crowds have hail’d, 
Small is the praise, or light the gain ; 

Clio can boast such sounds prevaii’d, 
When faith and freedom pray’d in vain. 


Such notes the Mantuan minstrel owns 
Long lur’d her Trojan from the main: 

And bleeding Arria, in such tones, 
Assur’d her lord she “ felt not pain.” 


Such notes, in Rome’s delirious days, 
Could liberty and laws restore ; 

Could bid “‘ be still” sedition’s waves, 
And faction’s whirlwind cease to roar. 








Tee Satake 











a TY eee 


sl ee ee Pe 


niet. eerie erie at gl ee Tt 














7 
4 
) 





————— 


alae Dla a = tidied 


4 RRL anc ieee ER RR st 


. St 
ist ag Cake a tate Me 


FET LTT ges. Ee een a 








MISCELLANY. 244 


*T was by Such suasive sounds inspir’d, 
The matrons press’d the hostile field ; 
The Volscian hosts, amaz’d, retir’d ; 


The proud Patrician learn’d to yield. 


Such powers, oh had Calphurnia known, 
Great Julius all unarm’d had stood! 
‘No senate walls beheld his doom, 
Nor Pompey’s marble drank his blood ! 


For thee—though born to happier times, 
And gentler tasks than these endur’d, 

Thy voice might oft prevent those crimes, 
Which e’en thy voice could scarce have cur’d. 


Although no civic aim was there, 
Yet not in vain that voice was given, 
Which, often as it bless’d the air, 
Inform’d us what was heard in heaven. 


Sure, when renew’d thy powers shall rise, 
To hymn before th’ empyreal throne, 
Angels shall start in wild surprise, 
To hear a note so like their own! 


They appeared in a paper of limited circulation and would 
now possess to most readers the charm of novelty. The 
English of these lines seems to the writer of this to fall upon 
the ear with hardly less mellifluence than the fine latinity of* 
Wranghams’s. 

Your humble servant, 


A FRIEND TO YOUR WORK, 
Boston, March 1810. 


ANECDOTES OF MACKLIN. 

One night sitting at the back of the front boxes with a 
gentleman of his acquaintance, (before the alterations at Co- 
vent Garden theatre took place) one of the under-bred box- 
lobby loungers, so like some of this city of the present day, 
stood up immediately before him, and his person being 
rather large, covered the sight of the stage from him. Mack- 


lin took fire at this; but managing himself with more temper 
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than usual, patted him gently on the shoulder with his cane, 
and with much seeming civility, requested of him, “ when 
he saw or heard anything that was entertaining on the stage, 
to let him and the gentleman with him know of it: for you 
see, my dear sir,” added the veteran, “‘ that at present we 
must totally depend on your kindness.” This had the de- 
sired effect, and the lounger walked off. 

Talking of the caution necessary to be used in conver- 
sation among a mixed company, Macklin observed, Sir, I 
have experienced to my cost, that a man in any situation 
should never be off his guard—a Scotchman never is; he 
never lives a moment extempore, and that is one great reason 
of their success in life. 

A COMPARISON BETWEEN MILTON AND SHAKSPEARE, 

Among the compositions of our own country, Comus 
certainly stands unrivalled for its affluence in poetic imagery 
and diction; and, as an effort of the creative power, it can be 
paralleled o:dy by the Muse of Shakspeare, by whom, in this 
respect, it is possibly exceeded. 

With Shakspeare, the whole, with exception to some rude 
outlines or suggestions of the story, is the immediate emana- 
tion of his own mind: but Mailton’s erudition prohibited him 
from this extreme originality, and was perpetually supplying 
him with thoughts which would sometimes obtain the prefe- 
rence from his judgment, and would sometimes be mistaken 
for her own property by his invention. Original, however, 
he is; and of all the sons of song inferior, in this requisite 
of genius, only to Shakspeare. Neither of these wonderful 


-men was so far privileged above his species as to possess 


other means of acquiring knowledge than through the inlets 
of the senses, and the subsequent operations of the mind on 
this first mass of ddeas. ‘The most exalted of human intel- 


‘ligences cannot form one mental phantasm uncompounded 


of this visible world. Neither Shakspeare nor Milton could 
conceive a sixth corporal sense, or a creature absolutely dis- 
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tinct from the inhabitants of this world. A Caliban, or an 
Ariel; a devil, or an angel, are only several compositions 
and modifications of our animal creation; and heaven and hell 
can be built with nothing more than our terrestrial elements 
newly arranged and variously combined. ‘The distinction, 
therefore, between one human intelligence and another must 
be occasioned solely by the different degrees of clearness, force, 
and quickness, with which it perceives, retains, and combines. 
On the superiority in these mental faculties it would be diffi- 
cult to’ decide between those extraordinary men who are the 
immediate subjects of our remark: for, if we are astonished 
at that power, which, from a single spot as it were, could 
collect sufficient materials for ihe construction of a world of 
its Own, we cannot gaze without wonder at that proud mag- 
nificence of intellect, which, rushing like some mighty river, 
through extended lakes, and receiving into its bosom the 
contributary waters of a thousand regions, preserves its course 
its name, and its character, entire. With Milton, from what- 
ever mine the ore may originally be derived, the coin issues 
from his own mint with his own image and superscription, 
and passes into currency with a value peculiar to itself. To 
speak accurately, the mind of Shakspeare could not create ; 
and that of Milton invented with equal, or nearly equal, pow- 
er and effect. If we admit, in the Tempest, or the Mid- 
summer’s Nights Dream, a higher flight of the inventive fa- 
culty, we must allow a less interrupted stretch of it in the 
Comus: in this poem there may be something, which might 
have been corrected by the revising judgment of its author ; 
but its errors in thought and language, are so few and trivial 
that they must be regarded as the inequality of the plumage, 
and not the depression or unsteadiness of the wing. The 
most splendid results of Shakspeare’s poetry are still separa- 
ted by some interposing defect; but the poetry of Comus may 


be contemplated as a series of gems strung on golden wire, 
where the sparkle shoots along the line with scarcely the 
intervention of one opake spot. 





Se Ea 





250 MISCELLANY. 


KEMBLE AND COOKE COMPARED. 

A German gentleman of the name of Goede, after having 
travelled in different parts of the world, arrived in England 
in 1802, where he resided for two years. On his return 
io Germany, he communicated his observations to his coun- 
trymen in five volumes, from which translations have been 
made and given to the world under the name of “ The 
Stranger in England.” His remarks are deemed in gene- 
ral just. He has particularly expatiated at some length on 
the I:nglish stage, which he thinks on the decline; and, 
in his strictures, has shown great knowledge of the subject, 
and exemplary liberality. Of Cooke and KemBLe he speaks 
thus in one place; “ The countenance of Kemble is the 
most noble and refined; but the muscles are not so much 
at command as those of Cooke, who is also a first rate co} 
median; but Kemble almost wholly rejects the comic muse. 
Both are excellent in the gradual changes of the countenance ; 
in which the inward emotions of the soul are depicted and 
interwoven as they flow from the mind. In this excellence I 
cannot compare any German actors with them, unless it be 
Issland and Christ. Among French tragedians even Talma 
and Lafond are far inferior to them.” 

Again—“ Kemble has a very graceful manly figure, is 
perfectly well made, and his naturally commanding stature 
appears extremely dignified in every picturesque position, 
which he studies most assiduously. His face is one of the 
noblest I ever saw on any stage, being a fine oval, exhibiting a 
handsome Roman nose, and a well-formed and closed mouth ; 
his fiery and somewhat romantic eyes retreat as it were, and 
are shadowed by bushy eyebrows; his front is open and little 
vaulted; his chin prominent and rather pointed, and his fea~- 
tures so softly interwoven that no deeply marked line is per- 
ceptible. His physiognomy, indeed, commands at first sight ; 
since it denotes in the most expressive manner, a man of 
refined sentiment, enlightened mind, and correct judgment. 
Without the romantic look in his eyes, the face of Kemble 
would be that of a well-bred, cold, and selfish man of the 
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world; but this look from which an ardent fancy emanates, 
softens the point of the chin and the closeness of the mouth. 
His voice is pleasing, but feeble; of small compass but ex- 
treme depth. This is, as has been previously observed, the 
greatest natural impediment with which he, to whom nature 
has been thus bountiful, has still to contend. 

“ Cooke does not possess the elegant figure of Kemble ; 
but his countenance beams with great expression. The most 
prominent features in the physiognomy of Cooke are a long 
and somewhat hooked nose, a pair of fiery and expressive 
eyes, a lofty and somewhat broad front, and the lines of his 
muscles which move the lips are pointedly marked. His 
countenance is certainly not so dignified as that of Kemble, 
but it discovers greater passion; and few actors are, perhaps, 
capable of delineating, in such glowing colours the storm of 
a violent passion, as Cooke. His voice is powerful and of 
great compass; a preeminence he possesses over Kemble, of 
which he skilfully avails himself. His exterior movements 
are by far inferior in the picturesque to those of Kemble.” 


GERMAN THEATRE. 


Ir has for a considerable time been fashionable to declaim 
against the theatrical performances translated from the Ger- 
man. They are pretty generally charged with having cor- 
rupted the English dramatic taste, and been the means of 
introducing the ribaldry and nonsense which, particularly 
in the form of songs, have so frequently appeared of late, 
and disgraced the London audiences, who countenanced 
such trash. This charge is more than insinuated in the first 
number of this miscellany, page 97, and by way of illustra- 
tion, the sublime, refined, and admirable song of Alderman 
Gobble is introduced. ¥ 

On this point I hold an opinion diametrically opposite, 
and hope to convince the reader that the allegations against 
the German writers are entirely groundless. In no German 
play that I have ever seen is there to be found any thing of 
this species. The true character of the German theatre is 
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the very antipodes to this. Strong bold sentiment— incidents 
numerous and interesting—a dramatis persone of the bold- 
est and most finished kind—and in fact every thing that can 
command the most marked and pointed attention of the rea- 
der or spectator. And all this notwithstanding the disadvan- 
tages of appearing in foreign dress; for it hardly need be 
stated how wretchedly many of the translations have been 
executed. 

That many of the German plays are highly exeptionable 
in their tendency is equally lamentable as it is undeniable. 
And when they are adapted for representation here, they 
ought to be altered and modified to suit the taste, the man- 
ners, and the state of society in this country. I allude to 
the Stranger, Lovers’ Vows, and others of this cast. 

But the depravation of taste of which such loud com- 
plaints are now made, and which is so freely charged to the 
account of the German theatres, existed on the London stage 
before any of the German plays were translated. Ihave not 
in my possession at this monrent means of deciding with cer- 
tainty when the first made its appearance. But from an ex- 
amination of a small history of the stage, which now lies 
before me, I am inclined to believe that the Stranger was 
among the earliest of them, and that its first appearance was 
in the year 1798. One thing, however, is absolutely certain, 
that not one of them was acted previous to the year 1788: as 
‘“‘Egerton’s Theatrical Remembrancer,” published in that 
vear, and containing “a complete ist of all the dramatic per- 
formances in the English language, makes no mention of 
them. If I prove that this depraved taste existed anterior 
to 1788, it therefore finally decides the question. 

This, I presume, is tolerably plain and clear. I now pro- 
ceed to fix a much earlier origin for those vile slang songs. 
To O’Keefe they may be fairly traced. His motley produc- 
tions contained many of them, and paved the way for the 
deluge of them that has since followed; for his successful 
€xample has been too frequently copied since by other wri- 


ters. 
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“ The Castle of Andalusia” was performed in 1782, and 
contains a song* which, I think, fully proves my position. 
An audience who could not only tolerate but applaud such 
rank nonsense and folly as that song, richly deserves to be 
regaled even to surfeiting with Tom Gobble, and Jem Gab- 
ble, and ribaldry of the like kind. It would indeed be “ throw- 
ing pearis before swine” to offer them such delicate effusions 
as ure to be found in Love ina Village, Lionel and Clarissa, 
the Maid of the Mill, and the Duenna. It is hardly possible 
for sublimity and elegance to be relished by persons of so 
depr.ved a taste as is necessary to hear such trash without 
disgust. Were I to be called upon to make a choice, and 
pronounce between O’Keefe’s Galloping Dreary Dun, and 
Alderman Gobble, I should give a preference to the latter 
without hesitation: for, notwithstanding the detestable St. 
Giles’s slang it contains, it has the merit of containing some- 
thing of a delineation of a character too common, I mean that 
of an epicure. Whereas, “* Draggle Tail Dreary Dun” has no 
such recommendation to rescue it from universal execratior, 


DRAMATICUS. 





DESCENT INTO ELYSIUM, FOR A STAGE POET. 
Suggested by a scene in Aristophanes. 

It is necessary t6 mention that this was written when Mr. Sheridan 
was in office, and before Mr. Colman had written his best piece, the 
Africans. Nothing however has occurred to alter the author’s opinions; 

The idea was suggested by a scene in the frogs of Aristophanes. It 
ts a dialogue between Hercules and Bacchus, Bacchus asking Hercu- 
les the way to the infernal regions, is naturally interrogated as to his 
reasons for going. He answers he is going for a poet. On this a short 
dialogue ensues concerning the living poets of Athens, in which Aris- 
tophanes takes occasion to satirize some of his brether dramausts: 


Comic Muse, and Porter of Elysium. 
Porter. Who knocks so loud and frequent at this gate? 
Comic Muse. ’Tis I—the laughing muse of comedy. 
FP. What? with that mournful melancholy face ? 





* That nonsensical song called Galloping Dreary Dun, 
VoL. fr 1 | 
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Why sure—thou’st wandered through Trophonius’ cave. 
C. M. I’ve cause for grief: I’m scorn’d despis’d, neglected, 
A vulgar muse, got by some Grub-street dard, 
On obscure Ignorance, in gaol or stews, 
Hil | Usurps my place, and arrogates my honours. 
th P. Tis sad:—but wherefore bend this way thy steps? 
4) C. .W. i come to seek some high and gifted bard, 
Vi Whose fiery genius with just judgment temper’d, 
i May vindicate my rights ; and with strong satire 
Hf Whip the vile ignorant triflers from the stage. 


q a What ! is there none alive of power sufficient ? 


® Lives not the attic wit of Sheridan ? 


h C. M. He lives: but, oh, disgrace to letters! long 
. Has left me for the sweets of dissipation, 


Di Left me whose hand had crowned his head with honours, 


And still would crown,—to join the noisy band 


i Of +2» mg, jangling, patriot politicians. 


At length his wonderful deserts have raised him * 
it To the top of, office ; and the quondam play-wright, 


it Ungrateful scorning fair Thalia’s favours, 


«Courts the green Naiades of Somerset. 
. P. _ But have you not the classic Cumberland ? + 


at | C. M. He still exists: but ah! how chang’d from him 


ae, oo 
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Whose gen’roeus Belcour touch’d all hearts with rapture, 
Whose honest Major charm’d with native humour, 
Whose Charlotte, pleasant, frank and open hearted, 


A Call’d forth our tears of pleasure—April showers ! 


His pages now, stuff’d with false maudlin sentiment, 


a Scarce please our whimpering girls and driveling ensigns : 
ee FP. But laughing Colman f lives, a son of humour. 





* I congratulate Mr. S. on his promotion to office. Certainly a person of his rigid econo- 
my will discharge the duties of treasurer of the navy, with the utmost precision ; nor could 
a properer man be fixed on to manage public business of a pecuniary nature, than he who ad- 
ministers his own affairs with such care and frugality. Heaven forefend, then, I should ob- 
ject to the propriety of his election to that office.—I only join with the muse in lamenting 
his dereliction from her service. 

tT It is with regret chat I animadvert on such a veteran in literature as Mr. Cumberland. 
I admire his abilities and atrainments. Ihave read his Observer, particularly the papers 
relating to Greek comedy, with the highest pleasure; but I think it a disgrace to him to 
have carried his admiration and fondness for that witty profligate Aristophanes to such a 
length as to attempt to raise his character on the ruins of the brightest ornament of the Hea- 
then world, the wise and virtuous Socrates. As to his account in his “Memoirs’’ of Bent- 
tey’s Manuscripts, credat judzus. 

¢ Mr. Colman cannot plead that, like Shakspeare, he wishes to humour the age. This 
would be to insult the acknowledged taste of many thousands of the present day. But if he is 
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C, M. "Tis true—his dashes of coarse fun and drollery, 
Might smooth the wrinkles of a pedant’s brow, 
And loose a stoic’s muscles: and sometimes 
Beneath his various merry-andrew coat 
I’ve thought I spied the stamp of manly genius, 
Some vestige of his father’s purest wit. 
But ah! I fear ’twas a false light betray’d me. 
Let him write farce ; but let him not presume 
To jumble fun and opera, grave and comic, 
In one vile mess—then call the mixture Shakspeare. 
No more of him: my hopes are all evanish’d, 
For ‘“‘ Hexham’s battle,” slew him: ‘* The Iron Chest” 
Sunk him to Shadwell’s bathos ; and “‘ John Bull” 
Drove off in wild affright the polish’d muse. 
FP. Sure there are more, whose names have not yet reach’d me, 
C. M. Why should I rescue from oblivion’s flood, 
Such names as Morton, Reynolds, Dibdin, Cherry. 
Morton a melancholy wight, whose muse, 
Now sighs and sobs, like newly bottled ale, 
Now splits her ugly mouth with grinning.* 
Reynolds,t whose muse most monstrous and misshapen, 
Outvies the hideous form that Horace drew. 
Dibdinf a ballad monger—and for Cherry— 
But Cherry has no character at all. 
FP. Who is the favour’d bard you come to seek ? 
C. M. For sterling wit and manly sense combin’d, 
Where, Congreve, shall I find thy parallel ? 
For charming ease, who equals polish’d Vanbrugh ? 
Where shall we see such graceful pleasantry 
As Farquhar’s muse with lavish bounty scatters? 
But yet, ye great triumvirate—I fear 
To ¢éall you back to earth, for ye debas’d 
With vile impurities the comic muse, 





sunk so low, as to prefer the noisy applause of the “ groundlings,’’ or rather of the “ gods,”’ 
to the approbation of the judicious, who are now “not a few,”’ then the case is hopeless, and 
he must be content to be despised by those whose esteem alone is worth having. 


* I allude to such characters as the blubbering droll Tyke. 

+ Reynolds’s characters are as faithful copies of nature? as Woodward’s caricatures of 
men with heads ten times bigger than their bodies, How could Mr, Surr, in a late well writ- 
ten novel, offer any apology for him? But friendship is as blind as love, in spite of Horace’s 
opinion. 


} Though I call Dibdin a ballad-monger, I do not think him by any means equal to te 
other songster, sans-souci Dibdin. 
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And made her delicate mouth pronounce such things 
As would disgust a Wilmot in full blood, 
Or shock an Atheist roaring o’er his cups* 
© shameful profligate abuse of powers, 
Indulg’d to you for higher, nobler purposes, 
Than to pollute the sacred fount of virtue, 
Which, plac’d by heaven, springs in each human breast. 
Fs Too true your words. But what of Massinger ?+} 
C. AL. O how I love his independent gemus, 
As vigorous as the youthful eagle’s pinion. 
With admiration and with joy I view 
‘The master-touches of his powerful hand. 
But, oh! I fear his muse too grand and weighty, 
For this less maniy, though more elegant age.t 
re Then choose the milder song of gentle Fletcher. 
C. M. *Vis true, ’tis mild as notes of dying swans, || 
But I’d have something of a loftier strain, 
Which sweeps with manlier cadence o’er the strings. 
7s The page austere of learned Jonson § suits you. 
C. M. Yes—’tis a noble and a virtuous muse, 
But still her range is rugged and confined. 
No. Pll have one who conguers all—’tis Shakspeare,® 
Whose genius now with rapid wing sublime, 
Soars with strong course, like generous Massinger ; 
Now warbles forth her “ native wood notes wild,” 





* It is a melancholy thing, that men of the first abilities have frequently lent their aid to 
the cause of vice. Better be dull as Cobb, or Hoare, than so to abuse great talents. 

+ The age are under great obligations to Mr. Gifford for his very excellent edition of 
Massinger. I wish he had not been so severe on poor Mason and Coxeter. Their inaccuracies 
certainly warranted a few expressions of spleen, but not such harsh language as Mr. Gif- 
ford uses ; but alas! his Persian fist cannot hit a gentle blow. Like his author, whom he 
has so successfully translated, whenever he attacks, “ instat, insultat, jugulat.’’—Scal. de 
Satira. 

¢ I am not one of those who think the age degenerate: but certainly the rigid manly 
character of old times is melted into one of elegance and comparative softness. Perhaps the 
change is for the better, as I think no virtue has been lost in the transfusion. Be that as it 
may, there is something in the tone of Massinger not altogether suited to the general taste 
of the present time. I wish it was. 

| Fletcher is an amiable writer; but the general effect of his tragedies appears to me 
languid, His comedies, however, are exceedingly entertaining. 

§ Jonson’s genius and learning shine to advantage in his Volpone, Alchymist, Silent Wo- 
man, and Every Manin his Humour, It is to be lamented his characters are not more gene- 


ral. 


q Let me join my voice to the aniversal chorus of praise to Shakspeare, si quid loquar 
audiendum.”’ It is merely a testimony of gratitude ; nor presumes to add tothat fame 
which has been celebrated, not to mention a thousand others, by the nervous prose of John- 
son and the rapturous poetry of Gray, O “* Magnum et memorabile nomen !”” 
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in tones more sweet than Fletcher’s tender lays. 
Now with strong arrows steeped in caustic wit, 
Like Jonson, stabs the follies of the times, 

Deep in the “ heart’s core:” He’s the bard I seek, 
He always joy’d in me, and I in him. 

He will revive the glory of the stage. 

Then all the puny bards of modern days, 

Scar’d at his looks, shall fly ; as birds of night, 
Shun the full blaze of heaven’s refulgent orb. 








MUSIC. 
Reviews of late publications 


ResPecTinG the overture to the opera of J/ don Giovanni 
lately published, and the manner in which it was composed, 
the following singular anecdote is related. The celebrated 
Mozart had completed the whole of the opera, with the ex- 
ception of the overture, and as the performance was to take 
place in a few days, the managers began to be alarmed, lest 
in his usual habit of procrastination, he should leave his task 
incomplete, and thus disappoint the public. 


For of old 
Mozart’s virtue, we are told 
Often with a bumper glow’d 


And with social rapture flow’d.—Francis’s Horace. 


Messengers were sent to remind him of the shortness of the 
time, and urge him to finish the undertaking—but in vain; 
Mozart was nowhere to be found. At length he was disco- 
vered in a billiard-room, half intoxicated, earnestly engaged 
in a critical part of this very fascinating game. The person 
who came in search of him, aware of Mozart’s passionate 
fondness for this amusement, contrived to remove the queues 
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out of the way, and refused to let the game proceed till the 
overture was written. Mozart, therefore, called for music- 
paper, &c. and in the state of mind we have described (the 
agitation of which niust have been considerably increased by 
the vexation of being interrupted in his favourite game) ac- 
tually completed the overture while leaning over the billiard- 
table. After this wonderful effort of genius (for such it 
must be called) he resumed his game as if nothing had hap- 
pened— 


What cannot wine perform ? it brings to light 
The secret soul ; it bids the coward fight— 
Gives being to our hopes; and from our hearts 
Drives the dull sorrow, and inspires new arts. 
Whom hath not an inspiring bumper taught 

A flow of words, and loftiness of thought. 


Where shall the lover rest, the song of I. Eustane, from 
Scott’s Marmion, has been set to music by three different 
composers—but that of sir John Stephenson is preferred far 
before the others—the melody being tasteful and elegant— 
the words judiciously distributed, and the passages well 
adapted to the different voices allotted to perform them. 
The accompaniment is ingenious and expressive, and the 
symphonies tasteful and much in the style of Moore. 

A duet composed by V. Rauzzinz, and sung at the Bath 
concerts by Mrs. Billington and Signora Cimador, has de- 
servedly received the greatest approbation. It is called “ Care 
luci inamorati”’—the style is truly Italian; being simple, na- 
tural, and of course pleasing. 

. ¢ se 

Sweet Ellen, Sorrows Child, a ballad set to music by 
Rauzzini also, is spoken of with great applause. The ballad 
itself is censured as being too long, it consisting of four 
verses, which produces a slight monotony, notwithstanding 
that the composer has displayed vast ingenuity in varying 
the accompaniment to each verse. The most beautiful melo- 






























































dy is generally found to become tiresome after a third repe- 


tition. The present is sweetly plaintive and well adapted to 
the words. 


The Sigh and the Tear, a duet—the words by Cumber- 
land, the music by Hawes, is very particularly recommended 
by the reviewers of music. ‘The words are excellent, the 
music well adapted and finely impressive. The melody, 
particularly of the first movement, elegant, pathetic and grace- 
ful—the harmonies scientific, and the accompaniments varied 
and appropriate. ‘‘ We recommend it,” say the reviewers, 
‘“‘ to our fair readers as one of the most pleasing duets we 
have met with for a long time.” 


——-~ 


Of “ A grand Sonata” for the piano-forte, composed by 
J. B. Cramer, fame speaks largely. An eminent connoisseur 
and reviewer speaks of it in these words: “ We here recog- 
nise the genuine style of J. B. Cramer—this is really a grand 
sonata. It consists of three different movements, each so 
excellent in its kind, that it is difficult to decide which is best! 

“ The first is expressive and majestic, in which are intro- 
duced several novel and ingenious ideas. One hand takes 
the chord of the 6-4, and the other the chord of the 7th, and 
by a very quick alternation an effect is produced similar to a 
triple shake.” - 

“‘ The passage at the beginning of page 5 is exceedingly 
beautiful—the whole movement will require considerable 
practice from the most expert performers. 

“The second movement is an adagio, which for beauty 
and originality we think equal to any thing of the kind that 
Mr. Cramer has written. The change of time to triple, at 
the part marked scherzando is unexpected and strikingly ori- 
ginal. This idea is carried on till near the conclusion, when 
ths movement again resumes the majestic character with 
which it commences. 

“Upon the whole we think this sonata superior to anv 


Mr. Cramer has published sinee those he dedicated to 
Haydn.” 
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Irish music is quite the ton now in England. Corri the 
composer has published “ The Feast of Erin, a fantasy for 
the piano-forte,” in which the original Irish airs of ‘ Flanerty 
Drury,’ ‘The Summer is Coming,’ ‘ Erin go Bragh,’ and 
‘Fly not Yet’ are introduced. Mr. C. (says the reviewer) 
has displayed some judgment in the selection of these airs, 
particularly in Erin go Bragh, which is one of the most ex- 
pressive and pathetic melodies ever written. We are sorry 
we cannot bestow equal praise on the manner in which he 
has arranged them. We candidly confess that we would 
rather hear the original airs performed with a tasteful sim- 
plicity, than with the embellishments and episodes of Mr. 
Corri. 


Lays of Erin, arranged as rondeaus for the piano-farte, by the 
most eminent composers. 

Of this publication the reviewers speak thus: 

““ We are happy to find a work commenced which will 
render more familiar to the English ear, the beautiful melo- 
dies of the sister kingdom. 

“The air selected on this occasion is “ St. Patrick’s 
Day,” and the manner in which Mr. Logier has arranged it, 
is such as to give us a yery favourable opinion of his abilities. 
The little imitation mtroduced at bar 9, page 1, discovers 
considerable ingenuity. The return to the subject in the 
key of F, is well arranged. ‘The minor is uncommonly spi- 
rited, and the conclusion playful and striking.” 


——ame 


Unper the head *“ Music” in a former number, allusion 
was made to the airs of the celebrated bard of Ireland, Caro- 
lan—particularly to one called Gracey Nugent, the music of 
which is published with accompaniments by sir John Ste- 
phenson and Mr. Moore. The following translation of that 
song from the original Irish is done by Miss Brooke, 
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FOR GRACEY NUGENT=—BY CAROLAN,. 


Or Gracey’s charms enraptur’d will I sing! 
Fragrant and fair, as blossoms of the spring; 
To her sweet manners and accomplished mind, 
Each rival fair the palm of love resign’d. 


How blest her sweet society to share! 

To mark the ringlets of her flowing hair ;* 
Her gentle accents—her complacent mien !— a. 
Supreme in charms, she looks—she reigns a queen ! Ne 


That alabaster form—that graceful neck 

How do the cygnets down and whiteness deck ?— 
How does that aspect shame the cheer of day ; ‘ 
When summer suns their brightest beams display. 
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Blest is the youth whom fav’ring fates ordain We 
The treasures of her love, and charms to gain! 
The fragrant branch with curling tendrils bound, 
With breathing,odours—blooming beauty crown’d. 
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Sweet is the cheerher sprightly wit supplies! 
Bright is the sparkling azure of her eyes! 

Soft o’er her neck her lovely tresses flow ! 

Warm in her praise the tongues of rapture glow ! 


2 > 
wer 


Here is the voice—tun’d by harmonious love, 
Soft as the songs that warble through the grove! | 
Oh! sweeter joys her converse can impart! sah 
Sweet to the sense, and grateful to the heart! 


Gay pleasures dance where’er her footsteps bend, i ie 
And smiles and rapture round the fair attend: * 
Wit forms her speech, and wisdom fills her mind, 


And sight and soul in her their object find. ub 
4 2) 
; eh 
Her pearly teeth, in beauteous order plac’d ; fl | | 
Her neck with bright, and curling tresses grac’d. iat 





, \e | 

* Hairisa urite object with all the Irish poets, and endless is the variety of their ‘fl vi 
description: “ ine curls ;”” “Thick branching tresses of bright redundance ;’’ ‘‘ Locks Wp 7 
of fair waving beauty ;’’ “‘ Tresses flowing on the wind like the bright waving flame of an cn 
inverted torch.’”? They even appear to inspire it with expression: as, “ Locks of gentle a i 
lustre ;”’ ** Tresses of tender beauty;’’ “‘ The maid with the mildly flowing hair, &c. &c. a 
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But ah, so fair !—in wit and charms supreme, 
Unequal song must quit its darling theme. 


Here break I off ;—let sparkling goblets flow, 
And my full heart its cordial wishes show : 

‘lo her dear health this friendly draught I pour, 
Long be her life, and blest its every hour. 





SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 


Remarks on modern pedestrianism. 


‘* They leap, exulting, like the bounding roe.” 


Many of our modern gentlemefiiseem to take infinite de- 
light in reversing the origntal order of things; for instance, 
placing the heels where the head Should be, as nothing possi- 
bly can confer so much honour @pon a gentleman, as being 
able to vie witha Venetian running footman of former times, 
who would post at the rate of some eight miles an hour, witha 
dozen pounds weight of lead clapped in each pocket, by way 
of expediting his progress. In these remarks, however, I do 
not intend to level the least sarcasmijat pedestri@nism, which, 
if properly attended to, may, in the lapse of time, render the 
properties of the canine race of no utility whatsoever ; nor, in- 
deed, does it at all signify how the game be caught, for a 
troop of Mercury-heeled puppies would do just as well as a 
full pack of hounds. ‘To be sure I am at a loss on the score 
of scent, and the nose is confessedly a most material point to 
be considered, unless to this leg exercise we allow the man to 
possess the keen sight of the greyhound, which §#ill remove 
the objection, though the odds are much eine as he 
makes so little use of his eyes as never to see that which he 
ought to do. 
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But in order the better to establish a running system, I 
shall have recourse to the Classics, to prove, that the pursuit 
will confer honour upon its practitioners ; for instance, has not 
Ovid recorded the gallopings of the lovely Atalanta, who, be- 
ing determined to live in a state of celibacy, positively ran 
away from the male sex? ‘This establishes the vast antiquity 
of running, and nothing can possibly stand the test of inqui- 
ry, which has not such a voucher as antiquity to bear it out 
against the growlings of scepticism. 

Athletic exercises have, in all ages, been considered con- 
ducive to the health, strength, and perfection, of youthful 
citizens, and consequently to the welfare of the state. In this 
point of view, the feats of our pedestrian candidates for fame 
who run against old Time himself, are certainly entitled to 
popular applause ; and should the passion for running become 
general, we may soon expect to behold an exhibition, unpa- 
ralleled even at the Olympic games formerly celebrated in 
Greece. The art of rufiming is, like that of dancing, acquira- 
ble from a'master ; but gracefulness of motion is not essenti- 
al to the perfection of the Fanner, swiftness being the principal 
requisite. Hence, whether the performer display his agility 
by bounding along on the light fantastic toe, or waddling with 
the* zig-zag respectability of a corpulent alderman, if he can 
first reach the destined goal within a given period of time, he 
is rewarded, not witha civic crown—but a purse of gold. 

Captain Barclay has obtamed much notoriety, by an exhi- 
bition of his personal agility; he seems, from his attain- 
ments, eminently qualified to fill the office of running foot- 
man—an establishment, the revival of which would give per- 
mapence to this gymnastic exercise; but it is to be hoped 
that he will find few imitators in the Britisharmy. Celerity 
of movement might, indeed, be very advantageous in the 
field of battle, and a column, ‘advancing at the rate of ten 
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troops, they might prove their agility by running away, to the 
great disgrace of our national honour. The introduction of 


ur, might attack the artillery of the enemy with 
‘should a sudden panic on any occasion seize the 
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Captain Barclay’s improvement in the motion of legs and feet 
into the army, might therefore be attended with disastrous 
consequences. 

This excellent art, however, will probably supersede 
equestrian performances on the turf. The horse will no lon- 
ger be tortured for the amusement of man; but fellow bipeds, 
equipped in guerpo, will start for the prize, and, with the 
fleetness of a North-American Indian, bound along the lists, 
amid the acclamations and cheers of admiring multitudes. 
The competition between man and man in the modern foot- 
race is certainly fair; but, for the better regulation of the 
movements of public runners, it might be expedient that an 
amateur, mounted on an ass, should keep pace with the per- 
formers, and, by the judicious application of a whip, prevent 
any of the tricks belonging to the turf, such as crossing and 
jostling, that gamesters might have a fair chance for their mo- 
ney. As for those gymnastic heroes, who, like captain 
Barclay, merely run against old Time; they are, indeed, unen- 
titled to the fame they pant-for. It may be thought ungene- 
rous to oppose youthful agility to the hobbling pace of the old 
gentleman, yet, as he is well known to be sound in wind, he 
probably will run the briskest of them down at last. 

The art of running only requires the sanction of some 
man of quality, to establish it at the head of all our modern 
amusements. ‘There is a certain sameness in other divertise- 
ments, which must become irksome to the spé€tator. But 
in the noble exhibitions of the foot-race there will be no dan- 
gtr of satiety, for the art of running may be diversified by 
such innumerable modifications, that it will appear “ ever 
charming, ever new.” For instance, let the competitors for 
fame in the celerity of motion always be selected vatis 
the strictest laws of decorum, consequently a lord and a lady 

cannot, without great impropriety, start against each other. 

But if persons of rank and respectability choose to take 
an airing on their own legs, instead of an equestrian’exhibition, 
tor the amusement of the public, there is no necessity that 


they should be of equal size and weight. Every individual 
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must be the best judge of his own muscular powers; and if 
the duke of Lumber should think proper to challenge my 
lord Lath, to run four times round the canal in St. James’s 
Park, for 10,0001. the contrast in their figure would only ren- 
der the diversion more entertaining to the admiring specta- 
tors. 

As the ladies have ever been emulous to distinguish thems 
selves, and their proficiency in dancing is an excellent prepa- 
rative to running, we may soon hope to see them exhibit them- 
selves in the gymnastic lists, as candidates for that public ad- 
miration which seems to be the great business of their lives. 
The disparity between the competitors will doubtless be very 
amusing, as well as edifying.—When we behold the fat duch- 
ess of , with a face like Cynthia in all her glory, boldly 
approach the promenade in Kensington Gardens, in open de- 
fiance of public decorum, and, unzoned and divested of su- 





perfluous drapery, prepare for the race, in opposition to a 
slim vestal from —, how shall we be able to restrain our 
risibility? The running ladies will, however, labour under 
one great disadvantage. Their muscular exertions must af- 
fect the lungs, and, in a great degree, suspend the exercise of 
their blandiloquence, not only during the race, but for some 
minutes after its termination. 

On a general view of the national utility resulting from 
this modern amusement, it appears adimirably well calculated 
for the exercise of the legs of our nobility, gentry, and mer- 
chants, and may operate as an eflicacious remedy for indolence, 
alias laziness. It will also be conducive to the benefit of 
those ingenious individuals who devote their talents to the 
fabrication of ornaments ; and we may soon expect to see, in 





the advertisements of mantuamakers, milliners, hosiers, and 
tailors, a list of patent bounding corsets, Atalanta robes, and 
winged bonnets, for the equipment of female adventurers in 
the lists of gymnastic glory ; while fying trowsers, elastic sack- 
ets, and feathered buskins, fit for Mercury himself, will con- 
tribute at once to the adornment, the swiltness, and the reputa- 
tion, of our noble and ignoble racers, 
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BACKSWORD PLAYING—MIDDLESEX PASTIME. 

Avr Wilsden Green, a hat, and a purse of twenty shil- 
lings, were played for at backsword, and, as an encourage- 
ment for young players, five shillings were given to the win- 
ner of every head, and two shillings to the loser. On the 
umpire’s proclaiming the game, a hat was thrown into the 
ring (being the ancient mode of defiance) another soon fol- 
lowed, and the owners entered and played several bouts with 
much good humour, till the blood trickled down the head of 
the least fortunate. Other gamesters followed, to the num- 
ber of seventeen, affording most excellent sport to a numerous 
and well-dressed field. The prize was won by a Dorsetshire 
lad, who, by breaking four heads proved himself to be the 


best man. 


CURIOUS PEDESTRIANISM. 

A very extraordinary wager was decided upon the road 
between Cambridge and Huntingdon. <A gentleman of the 
former place, had betted a very considerable sum of money, 
that he would go, at a yard distance from the ground, upon 
stilts, the distance of twelve miles within the space of four 
hours and a half: no stoppage was to be allowed except merely 
the time taken up in exchanging one pair of stilts for another, 
and even then his feet were not to touch the ground. He 
started at the second milestone from Cambridge in the Hunt- 
ingdon road to go six miles out and six in: the first he perform- 
ed in one hour and fifty minutes, and did the distance back in 
two hours and three minutes, so that he went the whole in 
three hours and fifty-three minutes, having thirty-seven i 
nutes to spare beyond the time allowed him. He appeared 
a good deal fatigued; and his hands we understand were 
much blistered from the continued pressure upon one part. 
This, we believe, is the first performance of the kind ever 
attempted ; but as novelty appears to attract, as well as direct 
the manners of the age, sti/ting may become as fashionable 
in these, as tilting formerly was in better times. 
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Twenty-four gamesters contended manfully at Harrow- 
on-the-Hill for a prize of a hat and purse, at the right 


valiant game of backsword. Many a crown was crack- 
ed, and many a heavy blow was given with right good will, 
and received with true humour. Much skill also in assault 
and defence in this game (the most lively picture of war) was 
evinced. Jack Martin of Harrow played the best stick 
among the Harrow lads—but the prize, alas was actually 
borne away by—a Lonpon TAILOR. Fourteen broken heads 
graced the ring. 








On Monday the 19th inst. a large audience assembled at the theatre 
with the expectation of seeing the Foundling of the Forest performed 
for the benefit of Mr. Cone. Unfortunately, Mr. Wood, whose per- 
formance of De Valmont constitutes the principal attraction in the re- 
presentation of that play, was suddenly seized with an indisposition so 
very severe as to demand medical assistance, and confine him to his 
room. It was then too late to issue new bills or advertisements,,and 
nothing was left to Mr. Cone but to throw himself on the good nature 
of his audience, and to request their acceptance of another play: with 
some opposition on the part of a discontented few, ‘t the Way to get 
Married” was accepted as a substitute for that which was promised. 

Influenced by a laudable zeal for the discharge of his duty, Mr. 
Wood, though still very feeble, ventured to promise himself to the pub- 
lic for the character of De Valmont on Friday. As soon as his name 
appeared in the bills, a report was circulated through the city that he 
was to be assaulted: that is to say that he had so highly offended that 
high and mighty body of gentlemen apprentices and else who swagger 
in good broadcloth clothes and brass buttons in the theatre, by not 
jeaving his bed of sickness for the amusement of their high mightines- 
ses, that they had resolved to hiss and drive him off the stage. ‘Those 
Who were most prompt to condemn the insolence and indecency of the 
band alluded to, thought that such a design would be an outrage too 
unjust, too stupid even for such persons as their high mightinesses ; 
and, therefore, refused to give it credit. In this, however, “they very 
much underrated the modesty and good nature of their “ high mighti- 
nesses,” since half the barbers in the city were amused with the threats 
uttered by those doughty champions of what they would do to Mr, 
Wood. The consequence was that that gentlemun feit it necessary to 
humiliate himself with an apology, in order to escape the wrath of a 
set of obscure chaps, not one of whom perhaps could reasonably aspire 
to sit in his company. 
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The private character of Mr. Wood is almost as weil known as his 
professional: by the most respectable part of the community he is 
highly valued for his personal worth. No one could suspect him of 
wilfully neglecting his duty, or acting the part of dishonour. Indeed, 
what motive could he have to injure Mr. Cone? He cannot, surely, 
look upon that gentleman as a rival. But, if he could harbour such a 
wish, his moral and intellectual character stands too high, to allow a 
suspicion of his employing such means—means so base and so bungling, 
that it may well be wondered at how even their high mightinesses 
could think of them. The truth is, no such thing was imagined—the 
whole had its root in causes which more deeply concern the public 
than Mr. Wood or Mr. Cone. A set of ignorant self-conceited young 
despots have erected themselves into a bafly of riot, for the purpose of 
controling the theatre, and bullying, not only the actors but the au- 
dience. Mr. Cone has really no more to do with it than Mr. Cooke or 
Mr. Kemble; but these fellows use him as drunken Irishmen in tairs 
are known to use their great coats. These champions of the rea/ 
cudgel draw their great coats along with the skirts trailing on the 
ground, and keeping their eyes fixed upon them, cry, in order to kick 
up ariot, ‘* Who dare tread upon my coat.” 

It behoves the citizens in general to interfere in some way and pre- 
vent those shameful outrages upon their rights and feelings. Places 
of amusement ought to be resorts of good-humour and peace—not ren- 
dezvous for swaggering petulant bullies. The law ought to be called 
in to prevent a repetition of such offenees. For certainly there are legal 
provisions to answer the purpose. If not, it were better to shut up 
the playhouse at once than have it open, a school of riot and imper- 
tinence. 

If these men be really the friends of Mr. Cone, they certainly take 
the very worst way to show it. Mr. Cone’s own talents and the un- 
biassed judgment of the public are more substantial grounds for him 
to rely upon, than all that the whole body of Hectors could do for his 
support or advancement. They have long been the pest of the play- 
house, and always the worst enemies of those whose cause they have 
officiously assumed to espouse. It is but justice to Mr. Cone to declare 
our firm persuasion that he has too much sense, and too much honour 
to wish for the interference of men whose pretended friendship cannot 
fail to subject any person who is its object to public odium and to the 
dislike and suspicion of every wise, honest and respectable gentleman 
in the community. 

Mr. Lewis, the player, on his late retirement from the stage, re- 
minded the public that he had been six and thirty years playing to 
them, and had never once received the slightest disapprobation. Had 
a fragment of the ignorant mob of London been permitted to rule the 
theatre he would have been hissed a thousand times, if it were for no- 
thing else but his superior merit. This we can affirm, that Mr. Woed 
is at least as inoffensive as Mr. Lewis. 





















Seb cinek a-ha cascada ane 








SOME tate ~ 0 






























VENONI, 


=~ 


CS ee 


- 


wb 4-5 —— ™ ES Bees 


OR THE 


os 


2 . PR Fe ae 


ee 
MPs ee EN 


NOVICE OF ST. MARK’S: 


Se eal 


init 06 eT nar 3 whe 
spite ia tins) kaise Uae Soe eal ans Kee ; “ 
3.5 aes 22 
ene oe * 





th 


A DRAMA, IN THREE ACTS: 


——_ 


ea TS 








td 


BY M: G. LEWIS. 


a Se RE 


a Ae 








PRINTED FOR BRADFORD AND INSKEEP, NO. 4, SOUTH THIRD- (| 
STREET, PHILADELPHIA ; INSKEEP AND BRADFORD, NEW- 
YORK ; AND WILLIAM M‘ILHENNY, BOSTON, 


> EL” A IME RELIES PRE TI 


BY SMITH AND MAXWELL» 





=. 





<._ = 


: 
‘q 
7) 
i 
W! 
Wed 
Ahi 








co LS, 


§ 
- 





VENONI; OR, THE NOVICE OF ST. MARK’S 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE. 


The Viceroy of Sicily. 

The Marquis Caprara. 

Father Ceelestino, prior of St. Mark’s. 
Venoni. 

Lodovico. 

Seat 

Michael 

Anastasio, gray friars. 

Nicolo, 

Benedetto. 


Carlo, 
Pietro, 
Giovanni, 
Fishermen. 


} servants. 


Hortensia, marchioness Caprara, 
Veronica. 

Josepha. 

Teresa. 

Sister Lucia. 


The scene lies in Sicily. 


ACT I. 


SCENE 1.—The port of Messina—on one side the 
viceroy’s palace. 


Benedetto, Teresa, Carlo, Pietro, Giovanni, and 
servants are discovered. 

Ben. Bless my heart! bless my heart! no signs 
of them yet! tis past mid-day, and yet not com- 
ing? surely some misfortune has happened, or 
they must have been in sight ere this. 

Teresa. Your impatience makes the time seem 
long, Benedetto; else you'd know, that on these 
great occasions it wouldn’t be for the viceroy’s 
dignity to move with more expedition. Besides, 
all the grandees of Messina are gone out to re- | 
ceive and conduct him to his palace; and with | 
such a crowd of gallies and gondolas, take what | 
care they may, I’m sure, twill be a mercy, if half | 
the good company dont get tumbled into the 
water. 

Ben. Well, well, Teresa, perhaps you’re in the 
right; but no wonder, that every minute appears 
an age, till Lonce more embrace the knees of my 
excellent master. However, I'll be cajun, Teresa, | 
Pl} be calm; ll wait quietly for the arrival of 
the 2 ger os without uttering a single impatient 
word. Only, my good Carlo, do just run up the 
leads of the palace, and try whether you can’t 
see the gallies coming at a distance. 

Carlo. That [ll do with all my heart, master 
steward, and I’ll make what speed I can. 

Ben. Oh, I’m not at all impatient; I assure 
you, I can wait very contentedly for your return: 
so pray dont hurry yourself; only my dear good 
fellow, do just make as much haste as you can. 

[ Exit Carlo. 

Ben. Bless my heart! what an agitation I am 
an! oh, how happy will Sicily be under this good 
anan’s government! how happy too will it make 
the poor marchioness, when after an absence of 
four long years she again embraces her invalua- 
ble brother. 

Teresa. The poor marchioness indeed! well, 
Benedetto, for my part I feel no pity for misfor- 
tanes which people bring upon themselves. Why 
did not the marchioness take her daughter with 
her to the court of Naples? why did a mother 
ever consent to trust her daughter out of her 
sight! but forsooth she must be left behind ip a 
convent, where soon afterwards an epidemic 
complaint attacks the sisterhood, and Josepha, 
ahandoned to the care of strangers, sinks into an 
untimely grave, the victim of her mother’s ne- 
giect and smprudence. 

Ben. But the dangers of the voyage-—Her con- | 








would be more safe in the convent— 
Tercec. More safe? more safe indeed: where 


can a daughter be more safe than in the armsof 
her mother? and then as to her confessor-—— 

Pietro. What, the prior of St. Mark’s? he with 
that humble hypocritical air—who speaks se 
softly and bows so low— 

Teresa. Ay, ay; the same—oh, I can’t bear the 
sight of him ! 

Pietro. Nor 1. 

Givvanni. Nor I. 

Ben. Stop, stop! not so violent, my goed 
friends, not so violent; for as to the prior, you 
must permit me to tell you that for my part, I 





can’t say I like him any better than yourself. 
And yet, signor Venoni, who is a man of great 


| sense, believes that since the world was a world, 
| there never was such a saint as this father Ce- 


lestino! 

Teresa. Ah! poor signor Venoni! where is be 
now, Benedetto? 

Ben. Still in St. Mark’s monastery, whither he 
fled in despair on losing his destined bride, the 
lady Josepha. 

Pietro. And his senses—are they right again? 

Ben. Why, as he believes father Ceelestino to 
be a saint, I should rather suppose, that they 
must still be very Wrong indeed. 

Pietro. Perhaps that friar, who twice this 
morning has inquired at the palace whether the 
viceroy was arrived, is the bearer of some mes* 
oy Venoni? . 

n. Very likely, very likely! ai : therefore, 
Pietro, should that friar call again—— 

Carlo. (appearing at the bulcony of the palace) 
Benedetto, Benedetto! the gallies, the gallies! 

Ben. Indeed! are you sure? yes, yes, yes, I 
hear the music! (shouting without) and bark, 
Teresa! hark! the mob are huzzaing like—— 
bless my heart, I shall certainly expire at his 
feet for joy! they come! oh! look, look, look! 
[A marine processsion arrives—the viceroy lands 

Srom the state-galley, accompanied by the gran- 

dees of Messina, who conduct him to the palace 
gate, and take their leaves of him respecifuily. 
While the grandees, &'c. retire, Benedetto and 
the servants pay their homage to the viceroy, 
who receives them graciously. Teresa end the 
rest then busy themselves in taking charge ff 
the baggage, and retire into the palace. The vicge 
roy motions to Benedetto to remain.) 

Viceroy. (to the servants, as they go off) Fave 
well, my friends, and for your own sakes take 
; good care of yonder chests ; part of their contents 
will cenvince you, that during my absence your 





fidelity and attachinent have still been present to 


Ben. Ay! ay! just the same kind maater! ever 


fessor had so often assured her that Josepha | my recollection. (/ajeunt Teresa and servange. 


attentive to others! 
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4 VENONIL. 


Vier. And without the attention of others, how 


could [ exist myself? good Benedetto, in impart- , 


ing pleasure we receive it im return: to make 
oursel#cs beloved is to make ourselves happy ; 
and never can others love that man, who is not 
capable himself of loving others. 

en. My dear, dear lord! 

Vice. But intorm me, Benedetto; my sister?— 

Ben. The marchioness, my lord, is still iucon- 
solable ; and in truth, she has good cause to be so. 
The marquis wished his daughter to be married 
immediately; mylady chose to defer it for a year, 
and my lady was obstinate. ‘The marquis wish- 
ed to (ake his daughter with him to Naples; my 
lady chose she should remain in a convent; and 
my iady was obstivate. Her daughter fell ill 
there, and died; my lady says, that she shali ne- 
ver recover her death, and it is but fair that my 
lady should be now as obstinate on this point, as 
she has formerly been on every other. 

Vice. Beloved unfortunate Josepha !—and Ve- 
noni——? 

Ben. Good lack, poor gentleman! he was ab- 
sent, when this sad event took place: for you must 
know, my lord, that when after the departure of 
her parents he went to visit his betrothed at the 
convent-grate, the sour-faced old abbess wouid’nt 
suffer him to see the lady Josepha. Nay, what is 
the strangest cireumstance of all, she produced a 
letter from the marchioness commanding posi- 
tively, that during her absence no person What 
ever should have access to her daughter. 

Vice. Most unaccountable ! 

Ben. The poor signor was almost frantic with 
surprise and grief: away he flew for Naples; con- 
trary winds for awhile delayed his arrival ; but at 
length he did arrive, and hastened to plead his 
cause to the parents of his mistres>. 

Vice. And was the marquis aware of his lady’ 
sirange orders to the abb: ss? 

Ben. Oh, no! and Venoni returned to Messina, 
authorized to see Josepha as often and formas long 
as he pleased. Alas, he was destined never to 
see her more! the report had reached me, that a 
contagious disorder had broken out in the Ursu- 
line convent. I hastened thither. [ inquired for 
the dear lady; “she was ill!” Limplored per- 
mission to sce her; the marchioness’s commaids 
excluded me. I returned the next day; * she 
was worse.” Another four-and-twenty hours 
elapsed and—merciful heaven! she was dead ! 

Vice. (concealing his tears) Josepha! thou wert 
dear to me as my own child, Josepha! (after a 
moment's silence, recovering himself) And where 
is Venoni now ? 

Ben. In the monastery of St. Mark, of which 
your sister’s confessor is now the superior. 

Vicc. What! the father Coelestino? 

Ben. Even he—Venoni’s gricf brought him to 
the brink of the grave. They say, that his senses 
were disordered for a time. But it is certain that 
he only exchanged the bed of sickness for a cell 
in St. Mark’s monastery, where he shortly means 
to pronounce his vows. 

Vice. What! so early in life will he quit the 
world? his immense wealth too— 

Ben. His wealth? ah, my good lord, I suspeet 
tis that very wealth which hes proved the cause 
of his seclusion from the world. ‘The prior Cw- 
lestino knew of his riches, and kindly came to 
comfort him in his distress. He taiked to him— 
he sooth: d him—he flattered him—he is as subtle 
as a serpent, and as smooth and slippery as an 
eel! he wormed himself into Venoni's very heart; 
the deluded youth threw himself into his arnis, 
and the seducer bore him tothe convent. 

Vice. Benedetto, he shall not lone remain 
there. My sister’safflictions claim my fitst visit ; 
but that duty paid, Pil hasten to St. Mark’s, dis- 
sipate the illusions by which Venoni’s judgment 
is obscured, and tell bim plainly that the man 
commits a crime, who is virtuous like him, and 


denies mankind the use and example of his vir- 
tues. Venoni has youth, wealth, power, abilities : 


‘let him not tell me, that he quits thé worid, be- 








cause it contains for him nothing but sufferings 5 
he must remali in it, to preserve Others irom 
suffering like himself. Let hua not teil me, chat 
his own prospects ure forever closed ; the noblest 
is still entirely open to him, tiatof brightceumg 
the prospects of others!—oh! shame on tne sel- 
fish being who looks upon life as worthless, wiule 
it gives him the power to impart comfort, or to 
relieve distress ; who, because happiness is dead 
to himself, forgets that for others it still exists, 
and who loses not the sense of his owi. heart’s 
anguish while contemplating denefits with which 
hisown hand’s bounty has blest his fellow crea- 
tures! [Lxit. 

Ben. Ah! very true, my good master! all very 
true! but lord, lord, lord! it is really mighty dil- 
heult to furget one’s own dear self. Heaven 
knows, poor sinuer that l am, a few twinges ef 
the gout are always enough to make me as hard- 
hearted as a rock of adamant; and even when 
dear lady Josepha dicd, L’im almost afraid I should 
have felt very little for any body but myself, if 
just at that tiie I had happened to have a touch 
of the toothach ! ah! we are all poor weak crea- 
tures! poor weak creaturc s! poor weak creatures! 
(gotng) 

Father Michael enters hastily. 

Michael. Friend! hist! friend ! 

Ben. (returning) Well, friend! hey a monk ? 
I beg your pardon then; well, father! 

Mich. ‘The viceroy is at length arrived? 

Ben. He is. 

Mich. Conduct me to hun: I must speak with 
him instantly. 

Ben. Stop, stop! no hurry—the viceroy is al- 
ready gone out. 

Muh. Unfortunate! my business is of such im- 
portance—— 

Ben. Well, well! I dare say, some few hours 
hence 

Mich. my superior knows not that lam absent; 
I have ventured here without permission, I dare 
not stay, and perhaps my return may be impos- 
sibic ! 

Ben. Indeed! that’s a pity! and is your supe- 
rior then so rigid, that he would’nt excuse—(look- 
ing at his habit) ha,ha! I see now how itis. Is 
not your superior the prior Cwiestino? 

Mich. The same! and—(looking round anx- 
ivusly, and lowering his voice) and 1 am no fa- 
vourite with him. 

Ben. No? that’s very much to your credit. 

Mich. (acquiring confidence) Nor am I partial 
to him. 

Ben. Nor I neither, heaven knows! there’s my 
hand upon it. Father, you’re a very sensible 
honest man. 

Mich. You appear to be weil acquainted with 
the prior’s character: but for heaven’s sake de 
not betray me! 

Ben. L betray you? to be sure one ought not to 
wish one’s neighbour ill. But if the fire, which 
lately consumed a Wing of your convent, had 
consumed in it—you asdlerstina me, I wont say 
no more: but if a certain event had tak: n place, 
I dont believe I should have broken my heart for 
grief, father. 

Mich. The prior was absent at the time of the 
conilagration; he ran no danger; but that acci- 
dent may be the source of otherdangers to him, 
of which at present he little dreams. 

Ben. Indeed ! as how, pray, as how? as how? 
dear, 1 shall be mighty giad to hear how. 

Mich. I dare not explain myselfexcept to your 
lord. But tell me, good old man, is not the viceroy 
greatly interested in the fate of young Venoni? 

Ben. Extremely. 

Mich. 1s he aware, that tomoftew Venom Will 
pronounce bis vows? 
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Ben. Bless my heart ! so soon! 

Mich. The victim of despair, looking on the 
world with horror and disgust, considering as the 
only good left for him on earth, the permission 
to inhabit an asylum contiguous to that which 


' contains the ashes of his beloved. (mysteriously) 


For you are aware, that our monastery is only 
re irom the Ursulime convent by a party- 
wall. 

Ben. Indeed? the Ursuline convent? it was 
there, that Josepha breathed her last—if I re- 
member rightiy, itis under father Coelestino’s 
direction ? 


Mich. (expressively) Under his direction? you | 


are right! yes! itis under his direction ; and who 
says that, says every thing. 

Ben. Well, tather; and so Venoni—? 

Mich. (with energy) Assists the superior’s 
views, and languishes till the hour arrives 
when he imust sacrifice his liberty for ever: 
when, renouncing the world and himself, he 
will become subject to the insolent caprice, to 
the arbritary commands, to the tyrannical ha- 
tred of a man frequently unjust, never to be ap- 
peased ; and who is himsel! the prey of all those 
worldly passions, which he secretly and dearly 
cherishes in his own heart, but whose slightest 
indulgence he punishes without mercy upon 
others. 

Ben. Well, father, this at least | must say for 
you, you seem to be perfectly well acquainted 
with the moral characters of your fellows. Dear, 
dear ! and so then it is tomorrow, that this peor 
gentleman, so ainiable—with talents so brillant, 
with a heart so generous and so good— 

Mich. His talents? his heart? those perhaps 
are still unknown to our superior :—but Venoni 
is immoderately wealthy, and of that the prior 
was perfectly well informed. But the viceroy 
returns not, and I dare not tarry longer !—good 
old man, give your lord this letter; say that my 
seeing him betore tomorrow is of the utmost 
importance to Venoni—to himself! 

Ben. You will return then ? 

Mich. Alas! that will be impossible ? entreat, 
that for heaven’s love, the victory would deign to 
Yisit me at my convent. He must inquire for 
father Michael. 

Benedetto. For father Michael? Vil not for- 
get; and he shall have this letter immediately. 

Mich. Lthank you—as to the manner im which 
Ihave spoken of my superior, the most profound 
secrecy 

Ben. Oh! mum’s the word. 

Mich. Should it reach his knowledge—blessed 
saints, protect me! Jeronymo, the prior’s confi- 
dant, comes this way ! (drawiny his cowl over his 

face in great agitation) should he observe me—my 
liberty--perhaps my  life—friend, farewell! 
( going. ) 

Ben. (opening a side door in the palace) Stay, 
stay! go down this passage; at the end of it, 
turn to the left—it leads to the garden ; traverse 
it, and you will find a little door unlocked, which 
will let you out unseen within a bow-shot of your 
mopastery. 

Mich. Heaven's blessing be with you ! a thou- 
sand, thousand thanks! [Eat hastily. 

Ben. (calling after him) That's right! a little 
further! take care, there are two or three steps. 
To the left, to the left!—that’s it—your most obe- 
dient servant—(with a low bow ; after which he 
turns from the palace) and now—muin, mum! 





Enter father Jeronymo. 


Jer. Bless you, son ! 

Ben. Save you, father! 

Jer. Was not a friar of our order here even 
now ? 

Ben. Not that I saw—(avide) there’s a good 
round lie now! 


VENONE.. 


'| Jer. I suppose, then, I was mistaken. — 
'| Ben. I suppose you were: I can’t conceive any 
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_ thing more likely. 

| Jer. (aside) 1 could have sworn, that father 
| Michael—this shall be inquired into further— 
| salve, son! (Exit. 


,| Ben. (bowing) Your sanctity’s most obedient. 


| —And this is the prior’s confidant? then the pri- 
or’s confidant is asill-looking a hang-dog, as I’ve 
, Set my eyes upon this many aday! 


Ben. Now lads, now! why, you look busily. 

1st fish. Well we may, signor: the viceroy 
entertains all the grandees of Messina this even- 
mg, and our fish will bear a treble price. Come, 
| come, look to the nets, lads, (they go to their 
boats) 

Ben. Ay, ay! good luck to you! and now Vil 
seek my lord with this letter. So, so, my reverend 
father Celestino !—a convent of nuns under your 
direction ! only separated by a party-wall !—ha, 
ha! that looks to me very much as if—hush, hush, 
signor Benedetto! what you are saying is not 
quite so charitable as it should be! bless my 
heart, bless my heart, how naturally is a man dis- 
posed to think the worst he can of his neigh- 
| bours! ah, fy upon you, Benedetto; fy upon 

you! (Exit. 
ist Jish. (in the boat) Now, lads, are you rea 
dy: 
“2d fish. Ay, ay! pull away! 
lst fish. Off we go then. 
All. Huzza! 


| 
| Enter Fishermen. 


GLEE. 


Ply the oar, brother, and speed the boat ; 
Swift o’er the glittering waves we'll float; 
Then home as swiftly we'll haste again, 
Loaded with wealth ofthe plundered main, 
Pull away, pull away ! row, boys, row 

A long pull, a strong pull, and off we go. 


Hark how the neighbouring convent bell ! 
Throws o'er the waves its vesper swell ; 
Sullen it bomes from shore to shore, 
Blending its chime with the dash of the oar. 
Pull away, pull away! row, boys, row! 

A long pull a strong pull, and off we go. 


SCENE U—An apartment in the Caprara palace. 
The viceroy enters, followed by Hortensia and 
the Marquis ; @ servant attending. 

Hor. Nay, but in truth, my dear brother, this 
is carrying your prejudice too far. .What! re- 
fuse to endure, for a single half hour, father 
Ceelestino in your presence, merely because his 
countenace and manner happen not to be exact- 
ly to your taste? 

Vic. His conversation is as little to my taste as 
his manner and countenance: he uses too much 
honey to please my palate !—surely, if there is 
one thing more odious than another, tis your 
eternal maker of compliments; one who lies in 
wait for opportunities of thrusting down your 
throat his undesired applause ; and who compels 
you to bow in return for his nauseous civilities, 
till he makes your neck feel almost as supple as 
his own. 

Hor. You know no ill of him.—— 

Vic. I know him to be a flatterer: what would 
you more ? 

Hor. Well, 1 protest, it never struck me that 
he flattered. 

Vic. Very likely ; and yet my good sister, it’s 
possible that he might be flattering, while to you 
he appeared so be speaking the pure simple 
truth. 

Hor. However, if not for his own sake, at least 
enslure him for mine. He is wy friend ; you are 
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6 VENONI. 


now the chief person in the island; and should 
you compel me to reject his offered visit, such a 
mark of contempt from the viceroy of Sicily 
thie iit injure the good prior im the world’s opi 
noi. 

Vic. Uf the good prior be in fact as good as you 
assert, the coytempt of the viceroy of Sicily or of 
any other viceroy, must be to him a matter of the 
muost absolute indifference. However, be it as 
you please. 

Hor. L thank you; (to the servant) the prior’s 
visit will be welcome. Servant bows, and Exit. 

Her. Ali! did you but know the good man’s 
— as well as I do, this unreasonabie dis- 

ike—— 

Vic. Unreasonable? ah! Hortensia ; have we 
not all then reasons but too strong for abhorring 
the sight of this Celestine ? was it net his advice, 
which indueed you to place Josepha m that fa- 
tal convent? . 

Mar. Right, right, Benvolio; twas his advice, 
twas his alone. 

Hor. I do not deny it; but T appeal to your- 
gelf, marquis, whether he gave not good reasons 
for that advice ? the dangers of the voyage—the 
inclement season——ah ! had Josepha lived, per- 
haps the example of that holy sisterhood might 
have weaned her heart trom worldly follies, and 
inspired—— 

Mar. (surprised) How, Hortensia! 1 hope that 
in placing your daughter in that convent, no 
views concealed from me—(Hortensia looks coi- 
Jused) 

The servant ushers in the prior, and retires. 

Pri. Humbly 1 bend in salutation to this illus- 
trious company! will the lady marchioness 
deign to contirm my hopes, that at length she be- 
gins to bear her afflictions with some serenity? 

Hor. Thanks to your pieus exhortations, fa- 
ther, I am at least resigned ; more shall Fmuever 
answer—tor my heart is broken. 

Pri. Little as I dare flatter myself, that a poor 
monk’s congratulations can be acceptable to 
your excellency, I cannot refrain from expressing 
my joy at your newly acquired dignity. But it 
is not the count Benvolio, whom i congratulate 
on being appointed governor of Sicily ; tis Sicily, 
on being governed by the count Benvolio. 

Vic. lam perfectly aware, reverend sir, that the 
high-flown elegance of that complincnt can on- 
by be equalled by its sincerity ; believe me no less 
sincere, when I assure you ou my honour,that my 
gratitude for your approbation bears an exact 
proportion to the pleasure experienced by your- 
self at my appominent. 

Pri. (bowing) More can I not desire. Yet 
must I excuse myself for intruding into your 
presence at a moment when fraternal attach- 
ment must needs make you wish to be undistur- 
bed : but the claims of compassion admit of no 
delay, and my heart is ever too weak to resist 
the entreaties of a sufferer. My noble lord and 
fjady, 1 bring to yeu the request of an unfortu- 
hate youth—of Venoni 

All (eagerly) Venoni? 

Pri. Hs noviciate is nearly expired ; tomorrow 
he will pronounce lis vows. 

Mar. Unhappy youth! 

Vic. Tomorrow? 

Pri. But ere he renounces the world for ever, 
he intreats permission to take leave of those dear 
and illustrious persons, who once did not disdain 
to look upon him as their son. 

Hor. (greatly agitated) No, no! 1 cannot—I 
dare not 

“7 (seriously) Sister—Venoni must not be re- 

s 





‘ Pri. Reflect, dear lady ; the ear of true piety 
is never closed against the sighs of the wretch- 


- The poor yoyth is already in the palace, 
and— : 





Vie. (cageriy) Already here ?—where, where is 

he? 

Mar. Who waits? (servant enters) signor Ve- 

noni—conduct him hither instantly, away! 

[£xvit servant. 

Pri. (observing the viceroy’s emotion) Ah! my 

good lord, what a heart have you for friendship ¢ 

happy, thrice happy he whose worth or whose 

misfortunes can inspire you with such interest 

and such zeal! (The viceroy answers by a gesture 
of contemptuous impatience) 

Venoni, in the habit of a novice, pale, wild, and 
haggard, enters, conducted by the servant, who 
retires. 
Vice. 
Mar. 


My friend! 
My son! 
(hastening to receive him} 

Venoni. (embracing them with a melancholy 
smile) 1 am permitted then to see you once more 
—you, whom I have ever loved so truly—you, the 
only ones who are still dear to me in the world ! 
(he sees Hortensia ; Ais countenance becomes dise 
turbed, and he shudders : then recovering himself, 
he bows humbly, but with a look of gloom, and ad- 
dresses her in a lowered voice, with much respect) 
noble lady, cam you pardon this intrusion? L 
fear the sight of one so lost, so wretched— 

Hor. (embarrassed) Venoni can never be un- 
welcome. 1 have not forgotten—I never shall 
forget—that there was a tune when—that had I 
not hoped to make my child adopt— 

Pri. (interrupting her hastily) Deay lady, com- 
pose yourself: your extreme sensibility overpow- 
ers you. 

Vice. But answer me, Venoni; why is it that 
Isee you in this habit? 

Mar. Wherefore renounce the world ? where- 
fore adopt a resolution so desperate, so extreme? 
your country has a mght to your services, 
and— 

Pri. My noble lords, when the voice of reli- 
gion calls an unfortunate to her bosom— 

Venoni. The voice of religion ! no, father, no ! 
the voice which has _— is the voice of de- 
spair, my friends. I have lost every thing, ev 
thing! and what then have I to do with the 
world? they who would serve their country, must 
possess strength of mind and health of body : 
mine have both yielded to the pressure of cala- 
mity ! they who would serve their country, must 
possess their reason im full foree and clearness : 
my reason—it is gone, quite gone! despairing 
passion has deranged all my ideas, has ruimed all 
my faculties—I now have left but one sentiment, 
one feeling, one iustinct—and that one is 
love! 

Pri. What say you my son? 

Venoni. (passionately) 1 say, that one is love! 
and I say the truth! father, 1 ons engaged to re- 
nounce the world, to descend alive into the tomb ; 
but Ihave not engaged to forget that I had, that 
I still have, a heart ; that that heart is broken ; 
that it burns, and will burn till it ceases to beat, 
with a passion which heaven cannot blame, since 
it was an angel who inspired it! I have told you, 
that her image would accompany me even to 
the altar’s foot; I have told you that I would 
Bive up the world, but would never give up her ; 

er who exists no longer except in this sad heart, 
this heart, where she shall never cease to exist~ 
till Ido! 

Vice. Dear unfortunate youth ! 

Venoni. Unfortunate, say you? oh, no! the 
day of misfortune, the day of despair was that 
when I heard the death-bell sound, and they told 
me—twas for her! whenI asked for whom was 
that funeral bier, and they told me—twas for her! 
but from that hour I ceased to suffer. It’s true, 
my heart—all there is a devouring fire—my 
braim—all there is confusion and clouds: but 


; together. 





| that fire. it was she who first kindled it! but 
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VENONI. c 


among these gloomy clouds, she is the only ob- 
jeet which I still perceive distinetly—she is 
there, near me, always there ; I see her, I speak 
to her, she replies to me—oh! judge then, my 
friend, whether with justice 1 can be called un- 
fortunate! (sinking into the viceroy’s arms) | 

Mur. Two victuns! Hortensia, two victims! 
ene has already perished, and the other— 

Hor. (greatly fected) Oh! spare me, my ho:s- 
band ! could I have forseci—never, never shall I 
cease to reproach myseli— ’ : 

Pri. My daughter, this trial is too severe for 
sensibility like yours. Let ime entreat you, reure, 
and compose your mind ! 

Hor. You are right, father ; you shall be obey- 
ed. Venoni—fareweil, Venoni! (going) _ 

Venoni. (starting forward witha frantic look, 
end grasping her by the arm) Hold! you must 
not leave me yet! first tell me, why was the mar- 
riage so long delayed? why were your orders 
given, that Josepha should not see me at the 
convent ? answer me—lI will be answered ! 

Pri. My son, my son! you will make me re- 
pent that 1 allowed this interview—let us re- 
tire ! 

Venoni. (violently) No, no, no! I will stay here 
—here(wiih affection, and embracing the marquis) 
with my father. (returning to Hortensia) Au- 
swer me! 

Hor. (terrified) Venoni! for heaven’s sake! 
have mercy ! 

Venoni. (furious) Merey? had you mercy up- 








on me? 

Pri. Venoni! follow me this instant! I com- 
mand you! 

Venoni. (viiently but firmly) Tomorrow I 
wil] obey you ; today I am still free | (¢o Horten- 
sia) Answer, or—(turning suddenly to the mar 
quis, while he releases Hortensia, who throws her- 
self on a couch, and weeps) You know it well, my 
father, she was inexorable! you, you pitied ane ; 
but your wife saw my anguish, and her eye was 
still dry, and her heart was still marble! she op- 
posed your granting me perinission to see Jo- 
sepha ; she even insisted on your resuming that 
permission ; but I rushed from her presence—I 
hastened to Messina—to the Ursulme convent— 
as Lapproached it, the death-bell tolled! the 
sound echoed to the very bottom of my soul, eve- 

; stroke seemed to fall upon my heart! I trem- 
bled, my blood ran cold—(in a faltering voice) 
« who is dead 2?” (with a loud burst of agony) She, 
she | your daughter; my betrothed! my brain 
whirled round and round—I rushed into the 
ehapel—a_ bier—a_ coflin—it inclosed your 
daughter ! my betrothed, my happiness, my life ! 
I sprang towards it--I extended my arms to 
clasp it, what followed I know not; I was at 
peace, I was happy, I had ceased to feel: but 
oh! the barbarians, they restored me to sense, 
and twas only to the sense of misery! (he falls 
weeping upon the viceroy’s neck) 

Hor. Every word he utters—seems a dagger to 
my heart! 

Pri. (aside) Ah! how I repent! 

Venont. oe and looking round) Twas 
here—in this very room—that I have passed so 
many happy, happy hours? twas here that I re- 
ceived your sanction to our union; twas in yon 
alcove, that I endeavoured to transmit to canvas 
Josepha’s features—features impressed upon my 
heart indelibly! love guided my ctelh~lilets por- 
trait-—tis there ! tis she! tis Josepha! (he suddenly 
draws away the curtain, and discevers a picture of 
Josepha at full length—the prior stands forward 

on the scene, his hands tremble with passion, and 
his countenanee —— extreme vexation and 
stifled rage—on the picture’s being discovered, 
Hortensia springs forward, sinks on her knees, 
and extends her arms towards, it—the mar- 


his left hand points, while he hides his face on the 
viceroy’s bosom 3 the viceroy stands in an attitude 
of grief with his arms eatended towards the pic- 
ture; he and the marquis are rather behind the 
other persons—Venomi stands before the picture, 
which is to the left of the audience, and gazes upon 
it with rapture) 

Hor. My child! my child ! 

Mar. My Josepha! 

Pri. (aside) Oh rage ! 

Hor. Lexpire! (Venoni on hearing Hortensia’s 
last exclamation, turns round, hastens to raise her 
jrom her kneeling attitude, places her on the couch 
and throws himsclf at her feet) ; 
Venent, You weep? you repent ?>—ah ! then mv 
resentment is over, and I find my mother once 
more ! (kissing her hand affectionately, and in the 
gentlest voice) Look on me, my mother! east om 
me one kind look ; twill be the last ; you will ne- 
ver see the wretched frantic youth again—to- 
morrow--oh! Hortensia, befure we part for ever, 
tell me that you forgive me—tell me, that you do 
not hate me for having thus wounded your feel- 
mgs—tor havimg inflicted on you this unneces- 
sary pain! 

Hor. (embracing him passionately as he kneels } 
Forgive you? yes, yes my son! my beloved son! I 
pardon you——heaven knows, I pardon you— 
and oh! in return may heaven and you pardom 
me! 

Pri. (aside) Ah! how I suffer! 

Venoni. I thank you ! tis enough! now then f 
have no more to do with the world! (to the prior) 
good father, your pardon: I offended you even 
now ; I remember it well. 

_ Prior. (embracing him with dissembled affee- 
tion) And I, my son, had already forgotten it— 
but tis time for us to retire—come! : 

VYenoni. Yes, yes! let us away—farewell, my 
friends! my mother, farewell! I shall never see 
you more; but you will never cease to be dear to 
me; never, never!--and you too, my Josepha— 
farewell ! fora little while farewell! whom death 
hath divided, death shall soon re-unite—com 
father, come !—f..rewell! bless you,bless you: oh! 
come, come, come! (during this speech, his voice 
grows fainter ; he leans on the prior, who conducts 
him slowly towards the door; at the end of the 
speech he sinks totally exhausted on the bosom of 
the prior, who conveys him away ; while the vice- 


- _ marquis lead off Hortensia onthe other 
side), 


End of Act I. 
roan 


ACT IJ. 


SCENE L.—Tie gardens of St. Mark—inthe back- 
ground is a gothic chapel, to which is a flight of 
Steps ; adjoining is the cemetery of the Ursuline 
convent, and several tombs are visible through a 
large iron gate. 

(Vespers are perferming in the chapel ; the last 
words are chanted, while the curtain rises—the 
organ plays a voluntary, while the prior and his 
monks, descend from the chapel in procession. 
Father Jeronymo enters hastily, and accosts the 
prior, who comes forward; he starts at the in- 
formation given him, and hastily bestows his 
benediction on the monks, who go off.) 

Prior. Father Michael, say you? he wishes te 
see father Michael ? 

Jeronymo. Wishes? nay, he insists upon seeing 

him. 

Prior. What business can he have with father 

Michael? what connexion can possibly subsist 








ous turns away from the picture, towards which 
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§ VENONT. 


the viceroy, that such a bemg as father Michael | 


exists ? 

Jey. On these points [ can give you no infor- 
mation—yet now I recollect, that this very morn- 
ig I observed a friar, whose air greatly resem- 
bled father Michacl’s loitering about the vice- 
roy’s palace. 

Priv. Indeed! Jeronymo, I have long sus- 
pected this Michael to be a false brother; there 
ms ana? 
philosophical abstincuce—of reserve respecting 
hisown conduct aud of vigilance respecting that 
of others, Which make me leok on him as a dan- 
gvcrous inmate of onr house. However, he has not 
yet eneouptered the viceroy? 

Jer. Fortunately, it was to me that count Ben- 
volio expressed his wish to see this friar. _ I pro- 
mised to go in search of him, and instantly com- 
ianded father Michael, in your name, not to 
presume till further orders to set his foot beyond 
the preeinets of his cell. I then returned, to in- 
form the viceroy, with pretended rerret, that the 
person whom he desired to sce was not at that 
time to be found in the monastery. 

*rior. Good! ‘ 

Jer. He appeared much disappointed, and an- 
nounced his intention of waiting the friar’s re- 
turn. I was compelled to promise, that as soon 
as he should re-enter these walls, father Michael 
should be sent to him. 

Prior. The viceroy then is still here? 

Jer. Heis: Left him in the garden parlour 
adjoining the refectory. 

Prior. No matter: night approaches, and then 
he will be compelicd to withdraw. Yet that he 
should rather desire to see father Michael than 
Venoni—that, Lown, appears to me unaccounta- 
ble. 1 was prepared for his endeavouring to ob- 
tain another sight of his triend, and using every 
possible means to disgust him with the idea of re- 
nouncing the world for ever. Secure of my influ- 
ence over Venoni, absolute master of his under- 
standing, and feeling my own strength in the 
knowledge of his weakness, I meant not to ob- 
ject to their mterviews; and would have suttered 
count Benvoho to exert all his e‘Torts freely, con- 
vinced that all iis eiforts would have been 
exerted in vain. 

Jer. And in acting thus, you would have done 
wisely: else, ifthe viceroy had been denied ad- 
mittance to his frend, he might have spread 
abroad, that you feared lest his arguments should 
dispel Venoni’s illusion. 

Prior. True; therefore should he demand to 
see our novice, even let his wish be cratified— 
this hated youth is ours beyond reprieve, this Ve- 
noni whom Josepha preferred to me, this Venoni 
to whom alone 1 impute iny disappointment. I 
had worked upon the superstition and enthusi- 
asm of the weak-minded Hortcnsia; I had per- 
suaded her, that happiness and virtue existed 
not, except within the walls ofa convent; already 
she saw in fancy her daughter’s head encireled 
with a wreath of sainted glory, and she placed 
her in the Ursuline convent, m hopes that the 
example of the nuns might induce her to join 
their sisterhood—Josepha was in my power de- 
fenceless ! 

Jer. And yet she defeated your views! 

Prior. She did, oh, rage! though snares were 
laid for her at every step, though where’er she 
turned, her eye met seductions of such enchant- 
ing power, as might have thawed the frozen bo- 
som of chastity herself! but virtuous love already 
occupied Joscpha’s whole heart; and no room 
was left for impurer passions: or if for a moment 
she fit her wavering senses too forcibiy assailed, 
she only pronounced the name of Venoni, and 
turned with disgust from every thought of plea- 
sure, Whose -njoyment would have made her less 


worthy ot his love. But the hour of my revenge 
appreaches ! Vernomi—- 


ctation of rigid principles about him—of 


ee 








Jer. His last abode is prepared : his wealth oute 
secured to our monastery, the donor shall be 
soon diposed of. 

Prior. I hear a noise—tis Venoni: ever about 
this hour he comes to bathe yonder grating with 
his tears. Let us retire: solitude and the ideas 
which Josepha’s tomb suggests, can but increase 
the confusion of his mind, and rivet the chains 
which bind him in our power. He is here: fol- 
low me in silence. [Ekaeunt. 

[ As they go off on one side, Venoni enters on the 
other: he walks slowly ; his arms are folded, and 
his head reclines on his shouluer. 

Veneni. It was no mistake! oh, man, man! 
frail and inconstant! yes; for an instant I felt 
pleasure, and yet Josepha is no more; but the 
dream was of thee, my beloved, and oh! it was 


so fair, so lovely! however it is gone, and Lam 
myself again; again am fit for the dead, and 1 








| as stroug as ever. 
/ sacred union, once so near counecting us by the 


hasten to thee my Josepha! (turning to the grate) 
I salute ye, cruel bars, which separate my beloved 
and me: another day lias past, and again | mourn 
beside you! ye are cold: (Aissing them) so is Jo- 
sepha’s heart; so too will mine be shortly. (7@- 
pidly) Yet while still that heart shail palpitate, 
while one spark of that fire still lives in it which 
was kindled by hereyes, still will L:nourn beside 
you, cruel bars; still kneel and mourn beside you! 
(Anceling, and resting his head against the grate) 
The viceroy enters. 

Vweroy. That plaintive voice—I cannot be 
mistaken. ‘Tis he! tis Venoni! my friend! 

Venoni. (starting) Beuvolio! you within these 
walls! ah, did J nut eutreat—I[ told you, I repeat 
it now, i'm dead to the world. 1 exist for no 
one—for nothing—but grief and the memory of 
Josepha. Leave me! leave me! (he resumes his 
despondent attitude) 

Vice. Not till 1 have obtained one last, last in- 
terview. Venoni, I claim it in the name of that 
paternal friendship which I have borne you for 
so many years, and which even now I feel for you 
I claiin it in the name of that 


most tender tics: I claim it in the name of her, 
who while living was alike the darling of both 
our hearts, and in whose grave the affection of 
both our hearts alike lics buricd—Venoni, I claim 
it in the name of Josepha. 

Venoni. (quitting the grate) Of Josepha? say on 
you shall be heard. 

Vice. Tell me then, cruel friend, what is your 
present object? why bury yourself im this abode 
of regret and sorrow, of repentance and despair; 
What reason, nay, What right have you to deprive 
society of talents, bestowed on you by Nature to 
employ for the benefit of mankind? and what 
excuse can you make for resigning into the hands 
of strangers that wealth which it is your sacred 
duty to distribute with your own? heaven has 
endowed you with talents capable of making 
your own existence useful; and your ungrateiul 
neglect renders the gift of no avail: heaven has 
bestowed on you wealth, capable of making the 
existence of others happy; 2nd your selfish indo- 
lenee declines an office which the saints covet, 
and for which even the angels contend ! 

Veneni. Friend! Benvolio! in pity! 

Vice. You are neither weak nor credulous : vul- 
rar prejudices, superstitious terrors, enthusiasti¢ 
dreams have never subjugated a mind whose in- 
nate purity can have left you nothing to fear, and 
whose genuine piety must have made you feel, 
that every thing is yours to hope. Why then do 
I find you in this seclusion ? what good is to arise 
from this servile renunciation of yoursclf, this for- 
getfulness of the dignity of human nature, this 
disgraceful sinking under afflictions which are 
the common lot of all mankind? tis but too fre- 
quenthy the fate of man to encounter calamity +. 
but to bear it with resignation is always his duty. 


























VEN®@NI. * 


New speak, Venoni, and say, what arguments 
can detend your present conduct. 

Venoni. (weakly and despondingly) Benvolio— 
Lam wretched! I have lost every thing; my 
strength of mind is broken; my heart is the prey 
of despair. 

Vice. Of despair? oh, blush to own it! true, you 
have met with sorrows; and who then Is exempt 
from them? true, your hopes have been deceived; 
accident has dissvived your dream of happiness ; 
dea‘h has deprived you of the mistress of your 
choice: but you are a man and a ¢itizei; you 
have a country which requires your services, aud 
yet, oh shame! you resign yourself to despair, 
Venoni, where is your fortitude? 

Veneni. Fortitude? oh! I have none—none but 
to sue for death at the hand of heaven: had I 
possessed less fortitude, my own hand would have 
given me what I sue for long since! 

Vice. And say, that death be the only blessing 
left yourself to wish for; is it then only for your- 
self, that you wish for blessing? say, that your 
heart be dead to pleasure, ought it not sull to hve 
for virtue? your prospects of happiness may in- 
deed be closed, but the ficld of your duties re- 
mains still open. Mark me, Venoni; life may 
become to man but one long scene of misery; 
yet surely the spirit of benevolence should 
never perish but with life. 

Venoni. Nor shall mine perish even then, Ben- 
volio. in the hands of deat virtuous men to 
whom I shall contide my treasures, they will be- 
come the patrimony of the widow and the orphan, 
of the wanderer in a foreign land, and of him on 
whom the hand of sickness les heavy. When 
my bones shall be whitened by time, still shall 
my riches feed the fainting beggar. When this 
heart, itself so heavy, shall be mouldered away 
into dust, my bounty shall still make jight th 
heavy hearts of my fellow-suiferers! yes; even 
in his grave, Venoni shall still make others 
happy ! 

Vice. And how can you hope that these friars 
will perform that duty hereafter, which you now 
through indolence refuse to perform yourself? 
you, who decline the task of distributmg your 
wealth to advantage, how can you expect to find 
im strangers the spirit of benevolence more ac- 
tive/—would you have your fortune well ad- 
ministered, at least set yourself an example to 
your heirs: summon your fortitude, return to 
the world once more, and—— 

Venoni. Leannot ! tis nnpossible! Tam here !— 
here I must remain. My understanding im- 
paired—a wretched creature, quite alone in the 
wide, wide world—a feeble reed, crushed and 
broken by the tempest—I required support—I 
require it still—the superior of this house—the 
good man regrets my beloved, and mingles his 
tears with mine. I have found no one but him 
whose heart was open to my affliction—who 
would listen to my complaints unwcarted—who 
woukl talk to me of Josepha. Lam here—and 
Josepha—she is here too! nuthing separates us 
except those bars. I am near her grave—I am 
near her—I live near her—I will die near her! 
(leaning against the grate) 

Vice. The superior of this house? and are you 
sure you know his real character? mark me, 
unfortunate ! yet should we be overheard—— 

Venoni. We are alone—proceed. 

Vice. Know you a friar, called in this monaste- 
ry by the name of Michael? 

Venoni, Lhave seen the iman; and now it strikes 
gjne that unusual care has been always taken to 
prevent our being left alone. — 

Vice. Vhis Miehael has written to me—but I 
know not if 1 ought—Venoni. should you be- 
ey 

Venoni. How, Benvolio? you doubt—— 

Vice. I doubt the soundness of your head, not 








the sentiments of your heart~vetit must be risk- | 


| 
} 
i 
i 


ed—Venoni, I eame hither in search of father 


| Michael—I heard your voice, and hastened to 
| embrace you once tore. 


Doubtless, I shail not 
be permitted to see this triar; be that your care. 


| He writes, that what he has to disclose is of ex- 


treme iuportance; that it concerns—but you 
shall hear his letter--(rvading) “ Lhave scerets 
to divulge of consequence too great to be confi- 
ded to paper. Suffice it, that your friend Venona 
is in danger; totally in the power of his most 
cruel enemy id 
[ At this moment the prior enters; the viceroy 
hastily conceals the letter in his bosom.) 
Prior. (in an huméle voice) | heard that your 
excellence was in the convent, and was unwilling 
to deprive you of an uninterrupted interview 
with your fmend. But the hour 1s come, when 
our rules enjom us solitude; pardon me then, 
When my duty compels me to observe — 
Vice. L understand you, father; it is time that 
i should retire: yet surely your rules are not so 





| strict as to prohibit my conversing with Venour 
| for one half hour more ; 


Prior. (it grieves me to inform your excel- 
lenee, that 1 have already m some degree ie 
fringed upon the scrupulous observance of our 
regulations. Lt may not be, 

Venoni. How, father? a smele half hour sure- 
fopensnne 

Prior. Ah, what do you request of me, my 
son? the vicervy’s visit aims at depriving me of 
my dearest tricnd; of that friend whom 1 have 
selected from all mankind; and shall I not op- 
pose the perseverance of his efforts ? L knew well 
the count Benvolio’s influence over your mind, 
and tremble at the power of his persuasions. 1 
cainot, and I ought not to abandon you tothe 
tender anxious insinuations of generous but imis- 
judgmeg friendship; and I must not permit your 
eyes to dwell too long upon the deeeittul plea- 
sures of that world, which you have quitted with 
30 Much reason, aid to Which with such inistakem 
kindness your friends would force you back. 

Vice. Father, tis eagerness 

Prior. You have promised to be my brother, 
to be that which is far dearer, my fricnd: and 
shall 1 renounce a treasure so invaluable at the 
very moment, Which ought to make it mine for 
ever: No, no! Venoni, nor will 1 fear your exact- 
ing (rom me so greata sacrifice. He whose tears 
L have dried, whose sorrows: I have shared—whe 





has told me a thousand times that L was his ouly 


consolation, and that my syiipathy shed the on- 
ly gleam over his days of mourning. No! never 
will 1 believe that he will now reward my triend- 
ship with caprice, with desertion, with ingrati- 
tude so cruel, so cutting, so unlooked tor! 

Venoni. Oh, good tather—I know not how-— 

Vice. You taik, sir, much of your friendship? I 
too profess to fecl for Venoni no moderate share 
of that sentiment; aud 1 think, that I prove my 
friendship best, when 1 advise him not to re- 
nounce a world, to which he owes the service of 
his talents and the example of his virtues. Yes, 
sir, yes! I advise Venoni to return into the 
worid—and at least in giving that advice, lam 
eertain that no one will suspect me of having 
views upol: his fortune. 

Pri. to Venont) You hear this accusation, my 
son! you hear it, and are silent! you, who are ae 
quainted with ny whole heart; you who know 
well how little { regard your wealth ; that wealth, 
which perhaps [ might desire without a evime 
since it would only be placed in my hands, in ov- 
der that it might pass mto those of the unfortu- 
nate: that wealth which you would aid me your 
self to distribute, aud whieh—you turn away 
your eyes? you are afraid to encounter ume? 


ithe blow is then struck. I see—I fee] too weil 


that my friend is jost to me! 
Venoni. (eagerly) Oh, no, no, no! never shali 
I forget the share which sou have taken in my 
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mnisfortunes; never shall I forget how much I 
owe to your consoling attentions, to your sym- 
pathy and pity. But yet—I confess—Benvolio’s 
remonstrances—the duties which he has recalled 
to my contemplation—my country’s claims upon 
my services— 

Vice. (embracing him) Courage, my friend! 
proceed! dare to become a man once more, 
and restore to your native land that most precious 
treasure, a virtuous citizen! 

Pri. (with assumed gentleness) 1 have no more 
to say: since such is your choice, return to the 
world, my son ; I oppose it no longer. Undoubt- 
edly you will there meet with pleasures and in- 
dulgences, such as the sad and silent cloister 
could little hope to offer you. Perhaps you act 
wisely; perhaps in the tumult of society, sur- 
rounded by gay and fascinating objects who will 
spare bo pains to charm and please you, at length 
you may succeed in forgetting the unfortunate, 
to whose remembrance you once were prepared 
to sacrifice every thing. 

Venoni. (starting in horror at the idea) 1! I for- 
get her! forget Josepha ! 

Pri. And in fact—why renounce all the de- 
lights of life for one who cannot know the sa- 
erificeWho now is nothing more than an un- 
zonscious heap of ashes—— 

Venoni. Josepha! 

Pri. No more will you kneel at yonder grate ; 
ho more will that tomb—— 

Venoni. Josepha! 

Vice. (indignant at the prior’s success) This ar- 
tifice—this insidious language—~ 

Pri. ( pressing his point) Yes, yes ! I see how it 
will be | she, whom heaven searecly balanced in 
your heart, soon abandoned, soon turgotten, soon 
replaced —— Ler 

Venond. (almost frantic) Never, never ! 

Vice. Rash youth! pronounce not—— 

Pri. You have sworn a thousand times to live 
near her, todie near her—— 

Venoni. (in the most violent agitation) I have! I 
have sworn it! I will keep my vow, and—hark ! 
(the bell strikes nine; at the first sound Venoni 
starts, and utters a dreadful shriek; the blood 
seems to curdle in his veins, and he remains in an 
attitude of horror like one petrified, 

Pri. (triumphant) Ah, listen to that bell ! twas 
at this very hour, that Josepha’s eye-lids closed 
for ever! twas at this very hour, that—(the deli 
ceases to strike ; Venoni recovers animation) 

Venoni. Josepha! oh, my Josepha! (he rushes 
trwards the grate, si nks on his knees, and extends 
his arms through the bars towards the tomd. 

Venoni. (after @ short pause starts up, comes 

forward, an embraces the viceroy in @ hurried 
manner) Farewell! Lam gratetul for your zeal ; 
but my fate is irrevocable ! 

Vice. Cruel youth! yet hear—— 

Venoni. No more, no more! Lam dead to the 
world! yet forget not, that while I lived, | lived to 
Yove you. Farewell, Benvolio—farewell tor ever! 

[Breaks from him, and exit. 

‘The viceroy remains in an attitude of profound 

” grief; the prior surveys him iu sitenee with a 

ook of malignant joy ; at lengta he advances to- 
wards him) 3 ; 

Pri. (ina hypocritical tone) May I without of- 
fence represent to your excellence, that night 
approaches ? it must be near the time, When our 
rules require, that the monastery gates should be 
closed. 3 

Vice. Lead your soul, and your inhuman joy 
bursts out in spite of your hypocrisy. Exult; 
but your triumph will be short. 1 have eyes— 
they are fixed apon you !—tremble! [Eavit. 

Pri. (fiercely ) And you who talk 30 loudly and 
so high— tremble for yourself! vain man, you 
little dream to what heights Ican extend my 
vengeanee | 


‘Father deronymo enters with a dark lantern.) 


VENONI. 








(During the following stene, night comes on, and 
the moon rises) 


Jer. Even now I encountered Venoni, his e 
wild, his lips pale, his whole frame trembling 
With agitauon. I almost dread to inquire the 
issue of this interview. Say, what result—— 

Pri. Jeronymo, there was one dreadful mo- 
ment, When 1 gave up all for lost—Venoni was 
on the point of escaping from my power. 

Jer. What! the viceroy’s arguments— 

Pri. Spoke but too forcibly to Venoni’s heart, 
He talked to him of his duues; he painted the 
world as a spacious field for the exercise of virtue, 
and Venoni no longer lovked upon the world 
with disgust. 

Jer. But surely his love-—his despair—the 
shock which his understanding has received— 

Pri. Right: tis to them that we are indebted 
for retaining our captive in his chains. His re- 
solution was shaken; the viceroy already tri- 
umphed; but I pronounced Josepha’s name, and 
instantly he forgot ali but her. He is ours once 
more; tomorrow will see him resign his wealth 
and liberty in my hands; and much time shall 
not elapse, ere that first sacrifice is followed by a 
second. 

Jer. And does then this count Benvolio inspire 
you with no apprehensions? As viceroy of Messi- 
na his power is great ; and how to escape the vi- 
gilance of his suspicious eye— 

Pri. And by what means then have I veiled 
from every eye the fate of the wretched Lodovi- 
co, who for twenty years has expiated in the 


gloom of our subterraneous cells the crime ot 


having revealed our convent secrets; and yet 
who on earth suspects, that he has not long since 
sought the grave, the victim ofan accidental ma» 
lady ? Jeronymo, tear nothing; give me but time, 
and the success of my design is certain. 

Jer. 1 would fam believe it so—yet forget not, 
that father Michael— 

Pri. His tate is decided. It’s true, I as yet ac- 


4 cuse him only on suspicions, but these suspicions 


are enough. i will not live in fear, and tomorrow 

—soie one approaches. 

Jer. As well as the moonlight enables me to 
discern, tis Venoni—perhaps he returns hither, 
da that the viceroy may not be yet depart- 
ed. 

Pri. Let us retire. I have still much to say to 
you+summon our friends to my cell, that our 
proceedings may be finally arranged. After- 
wards we will rejoin Venoni, and spare no pains 
to confirm him in that resolution, which secures 
at once his destruction and my revenge. Si- 
lence ! he is here! [E£xeunt. 

Venonienters hastily. 

Venoni. Benvolio! friend! he is gone! how ab- 
ruptly did { quit him! how ungratefully have 1 
repaid his kindness! ah, whither is my reason 
fled! he said—I was in danger! in danger? and 
what then have I left to fear? what have I still 
left to lose ? my lite ? oh, 1 were happy—too, toe 
happy—if the moment of parting with it were 
even now arrived! 

Enter father Michael, with a dark lantern ; which 
he afterwards just opens to observe Venoni, and 
having ascertained his person, closes it again 
looking round cautiously. 

Mi. (in a low, hurried voice) That voice could 
be none but his. Venoni! answer! is it thou, Ve 
noni? 

Venoni. Who speaks? ha! father Michael? 

Mi. (closing the lantern) 1 sought you—I must 
speak with you—I must save you! 

Venoni. Save me? 

Mi. The viceroy has been here: was be ad- 
mitted ? 

Venoni. He was—I saw him. 

Mi. Mentioned he a letter ? 
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Venoni. He did. 

Mi. I was not suffered to see him: they sus- 
pect me, and confined me in my cell a prison- 
er, till he had left the monastery. 1 am com- 
pelled then to address myself to you ; but I must 
be speedy: one moment only is allowed me, 
while the prior and his confederates are engaged 
in their secret councils. Venoni, collect your 
powers of mind; summon up all your strength ; 
this is a moment which demands courage and 
resolution—your Josepha is lost to you— 

Venoni. For ever! 

Mi. And know you the man who tore her 
from your arms? know you the man who—mw?- 
dered her? 

Venoni. Murdered her? almighty powers! 
what mean you? whom mean you ‘ 

Mi. Your rival! your friend! the man who to- 
day possesses most influence over your mind, and 
who tomorrow will become despotic master of 

your destiny : the tiger whose tongue submissive- 
y licks your hand today, and whose talons will 
tear out your heart tomorrow. 

Venom. Whtom, whom? 

Mi. The father Celestino. 

Venoni. (in the greatest horror) He ? the prior? 
powers of mercy !—(then with decision) away! it 
cannot be. 

Mi. You doubt me? be convinced then. Some 
months are past since a tremendous fire broke 
out in this convent at midnight. The prior was 
absent ; his apartment was im flames ; I burst the 
door, and rescued such articles as appeared to be 
of most importance ; a crucifix of value ; his cas- 
ket ; his papers— 

Venoni. Go on, go on! 

Mi. Among these gen one letter was half 
open: unintentionally the first words caught my 
eye, and their import compelled me to read the 
rest. It was from the abbess of the Ursulines, 
whoxe chapel is only separated from ours by a 
party-wall. It informed me, that a communica- 
tion exists between the two convents, unknown 
to all but the prior and his confidants; that the 
most scandalous abuses— 

Venoni. (frantic with impatience) Josepha, Jo- 
sepha—oh ! speak to me of Josepha ! 

Mi. Other letters leave no doubt, that the pri- 
or’s motive for secluding her in th: Ursuline con- 
vent was a licentious passion for your bride. In 
that convent every art was employed to corrupt 
her heart, but every art was employed in vain. 
She endeavoured to escape ; she was watched and 
closely confined. Your return was expected 
daily--Josepha threatened her tyrants with dis- 
closure of this atrocious secret—the prior and his 
accomplice stood on the brink of an abyss, and, 
to prevent it, she was precipitated into an un- 
timely grave. 

Venoni. (leaning against a tree) My brain turns 
round. 

Mi. Nay, sink not beneath the blow ; think up- 
on Josepha’s murder, and hasten to avenge it— 
think upon the dreadful fate which awaits your- 
self. I come hither to rescue you, and— 

Venoni. Stay, stay! my brain--my ideas—oh, 
God! oh, God! can there be men so cruel—can 
there be hearts so hard! he, he who supported 
my aching head on his bosom—who wept with 
me—who pitied me—rage! distraction !—but no ! 
(shuddering) this crime is too horrible, nature re- 
volts at it, this crime is impossible ! 

Mi. Impossible ? then read this. (taking out a 
letter) I have seen the prior show you notes from 
the abbess, in which she affected to pity your si- 
tuation, and lament the loss of Josepha—you re- 
collect her writing ? 

Venoni. Recollect it? oh heaven, too wel] !— 
let me look on the letter! ( father Michael opens 
the lantern and throws a light upon the paper, at 


rhe.same time hadieg # with his habit to prevent. 











its being observed at the convent) Yes, this is her 
hand; 1 should know it among a thousand 
others. 

Mi. Read! read, and be convinced. 

Venoni. (reading, witile emotion frequently 
chokes his voice) “ We are undone, Corlestind ; 
her parents have written to me; afl ina few 
days we must expect Venoni’s return. ‘The in- 
eensed Josepha threatens to reveal all that has 
past; prayers and menaces have been tried im 
vain; she has determined on our destruction, 
and nothing can preserve us but her removal 
from the world. You must decide immediately ; 
answer me but one wort, and before three days 
are elapsed, Josepha and this dangerous secret 
shall be buried together, and for ever!” (Ae sinks 
upon a bank of turf, as if stupified, and sits there 
in an attitude of motionless despair) 

Mi. Josepha’s death, which happened Within 
three days after this letter’s date, declares but toe 
plainly, what was the villain’s answer. You are 
now master of the whole plot. ‘Lis evident, that 
your life also is aimed at: you are a rival, whom 
the prior abhors ; 2nd whom it was first necessary 
to deceive,before he could gratify his vengeance. 
Your vows once propounced—your wealth~segu- 
red—separated from your friends—deprived af all 
assistance ; then it is that the storm of revenge 
and malice will burst im all its horrors on your 
devoted head. You will be dead to all the rest of 
nature, but you will stil! exist for Ceelestino; will 
exist to feel the whole extent of his barbarity, to 
experience every refinement of torture and every 
species of agony; without being really permit- 
ted to expire, daily to suffer a thousand and a 
thousand deaths. You answer not? you move 
not ?—rouse, rouse, Venoni; let us hasten from 
this dangerous abode: my fate is uo less certain 
than your own, and tight alone can save me. Li's 
true, the gates are locked, but 1 possess the key 
to a private door of the garden. We are yet un- 
observed ; rise then and let us hence. 

Venoni. (recovering from his stupor, and sid- 
denly starting up) Where is he? where does the 
nionster hide himseli’? I will revenge her! I will 
punish her murderers! 

Mi. (violently alarmed) What would you do? 
whither would you go? 

Venoni. Whither? whither? to revenge Jost. 

ha! 

Mi. For mercy’s sake, recollect yourself ! thiS 
way ; let us fiy. 

Venoni. (raving) What? fly ? and leave her un-* 
avenged ? never! 1 will die, 1 will die! butl will 
punish her asaassins ! 

Mi. Silence, silence! these shrieks—we shell 
be betrayed: you destroy yourself, Venoni! yoyr- 
self and me ! 

ba soaps (with frantic screams) Josepha ! Jose- 

a! 

PM. (endeavouring to force him away) L must be 
gone ! follow me, or you are lost! bark! holy 
saints they are at hand! wretched youth, they 
bring the death warrait of us both! come, come ! 
fur heaven's sake come ! 

Venoni, (without heeding him) The miseyveant! 
the monster! oh, Josepha ! 

Mi. (in despair releasing him) Remain, then, 
madman, since thou wilt bave it so! remain, and 
perish ! [Exit hastily. 

Venoni. (alone, and wandering abeut the garden 
with a distracted air) Where shall 1 divect— 
Where seek—a cloud obscures my eye s-—despair, 
rage,powers of vengeance ! powers of fury ! gukle 
me, desert me not; give me strength to—my 
limbs refuse to bear me: I faint, I die! (Ae Jalis 
upon the ground) 

The prior, the fathers Jeronymo, Anastasio, and 
Nieolo, and other monks enter with terches. 

Pri. (speaking without) What clamours wake 

the garden resound? who thus @isturbs tife haf 


RB. 




























4. 


lowed silence wiich—--low? Venoni! alone! 
stretched on the earth! he is insensible; yet | 


sure there was some oe with him! speak, Jero- |, im your grave ! 


hymo; heard you net ?— 
Jer. Two voices certainly seemed to mingle, 1 
and the dispute was earnest. 
Ana. Whoever was here, cannot have gone 
far. Letus seek. 
Pri. Lose not a moment: be Nicolo your com- || 
panion. } 






Az VENONiI. 


assured your own—(77 a voice of thunder) die ! 
die, and be our dangerous secret buried for ever 
(to Jerenyme) unclose the chapel, 


'| door and raise the secret stone. 


Jeronymo enters the chapel. 
Pri. Seize him! 
Venoni. (who during the above speeches has re- 
mained in silent consternation, on being seized by 


’ ° rT: aither A tren -eofe ; 2 v ™ 
[Lveunt Anastasio and Nicolo. |) father Anastasio,&c. bursts cut into the most pas 


Pri. Meanwhile, be it our care to restore Veno- |} *¢nate exc‘amations) What, barbarians! do you 


ni to himself: his fortune is not yet in our posses- || 
sion. (Ae kneels and supports Venoni in his arms) || 
My son! Venoni! look up, Venoni. |! 

Venont. (reviving) Who names me ? who speaks 
to me? 





ry heart. What has produced this new distress ? 
tell me, my son? 


Venoni. (whom the prior has assisted to rise, || 
( y wards the chapel, the prior being the last who fol- 
| lows, pointing to him with a look of triumphant 


casts round him a wild unconscious look, and un- 
ahie to support himself reclines his héad on the pri- 
ors bosom) Whathas happened? where am I? 

Pri. In the arms of that tender friend whose 
sympathy— 

Venont. (struck by the voice, and recollecting 
himself, raises his head, fixes his eyes on the prior, 
and repulses him with a look of extreme horror) 
‘Thou? thou? oh, eternal justice ! 

Pri. (astonished) How is this? you drive me 
from you ; and does then the sight of me imspire 
you with disgust? 

Venoni. (shuddering) Disgust ? 

Pri. In what have 1 offended? what is my 
rune, 





' 
' 
Pri. One whom your situation cuts to the ve- | 





Venoni. (exasperated beyond bounds) And still 
dare you ask? inhuman! still dare you ask— 
what is your crime? oh, monstrous hypocrisy ! 
oh, guilt beyond belief! she is dead! and sull 
dare you ask—in what have you offended ? 

Enter father Anastasio and father Nicolo. 

dna. Tis m vain that— 

Pri. Silence ! (with calm dignity) hear me, ¥e- 
noni! tis plain that your senses are disordered, 
and I therefore listen to these insults without re- 
sentinent : these insults which I have so hitdle de- | 
served from you. ButI know well that your in | 
Justice procecds not from your heart; and when 
this paroxysm of delirium is past-- 

Venoni. Delirium? no, no! do not hope it! ex- 
cess of misery—lesire of vengeance have restored 
my reason: I feel but teo well, bo h for myself 
and you, that my senses are right again, and 
tremble thou to hear they are so! I see you now 
in your true colours, in all the horrors of your a- 
troeious guilt! your hour is arrived; your cup is 
full; and the abyss already yawns beneath your 
feet, which within an hour shall bury you in its 
womb for ever! farewell! (going) 

Pri. Yet stay, Venoni! you must not—you 
shal] not leave me thus. What means this talk 
of guilt, of vengeance? declare at once what | 
troubles you! I boldly challenge an immediate | 
explanation. 

Venoni. (furious) What? you brave me? ha! 
read! read, then, monster! (gives Aim the letter, 
which he received from father Michael : hut imme. | 
diately afierwarids, becoming aware of his impru- | 
dence, he endeavours to ‘regain it) merciful hea- 





1 
yvens, what have | done ! 4 


Pri. (after examining the letter turns to the 
monks, and says tn a calin decided tone) Every | 
thing is disecovered—we are betrayed. 

Jer. How 2? how? 

Ana. What must be done? we are lost! 

Jer. Butone moment is still ours. 

Ni. There is but one chance of escape— | 

Pri. Silence ! (uring these speeches he seems to 


Aave been ecllecting his thoughts; he advances to | 


Venoni, and says in a firm decided tone) those 








are 2— 

Pri. Bear him to the chapel! 

Venoni. (struggling) Inhuman monsters! the 
vengeance of heaven—my friends—my cries— 
help—save me ! 

Pri. Stifle his shrieks! away with him! (the 
monks surround him—a handkerchief is thrown 


| over his face, and he sinks into their arms exhaus- 


ted—the scene drops, as they are conveying him te 


vengeance) 


End of Act. I. 
——__a 


ACT. IIL. 


SCENE I—A dungeon with a concealed door on 
one side, a tomb on the other, and a gallery above 
--a crated door in the back. 

Lod. (vith an iron bar-in one hand and lamp 
in the other, comes feebly from the concealed door) 
My efforts are unavailing! wretched, wretched 
Lodovico, the hopes of escape, which thou hast 
so long indulged, must at length be abandoned 
forever! in vain has the labour of twenty years for- 
ced me a passage from my own cell into this ad- 
joining dungeon: in vam has my persevering 
vigilance at length succeeded in discovering yon- 
der private door, whose artful concealment du- 
ring whole years eluded my inquiries—the up- 
per portal—its massive bars—its inflexible locks : 
increasing age—imcreasing weakness. Farewell, 
hope! I will make the attempt no more, (he 
throws dawn the iron bar) Oh, faint—faint! my 
efforts have quite exhausted me—now, even 
were the means of flight mine, weakness would 
forbid—I will regain my own cell, sink on my 
couch of straw, pardon my enemies, and expire ! 
let me see ! yes ! twas about this spot that I made 
the opening, and these stones removed— 

Pri (above) For afew moments wait above: 
you, Jeronymo, precede me with the torch. 

Lod. Heavens! tis the prior! twenty years 
have elapsed since I heard it; but too well do I re- 
member that dreadful voice, which pronounced 
on me the sentence of separation from the world 
forever. What business—perhaps, my death— 
alas, alas! I fear it! wretched as my existence is, 
frail as is the fibre by which Iam attached to 
life. still the moment is awful, which must sever 
it for ever; whither shall I turn—how avoid—I 
dare not regain my prison—this cell too will doubt 
less be searched—(a (ight flashes across the gql- 
lery) he comes! tis to this very dungeon that his 
steps are addrest—where then, oh, where shall I 
drag my fainting limbs—ha ! perhaps, that secret 
passage may be unknown even to the prior— 
perhaps it may awhile conceal—it must be tried— 
see, see! he is here! away, away! 

[ Exit, and closes the door after him. 

Enter the prior and Jeronymo, with torches. 

Pri. I teil you this dungeon is impenetrable : 
in vain will our enemies seek its entrance. 

Jer. But still the viceroy’s suspicions aided by 


words, in which you threatened my destruction, 1 his authority. Besides, is not father Mgchael fied ? 
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VENONI. 1s 


Pri. Father Michael! absurd! and how then, 
is it in his power to betray us ? we reposed in hiin 
no confidence ; he has never been imitiated into 
our mysteries, and can have no possible reason 
tor suspecting even the existence of this dun- 
geon. 

Jer. Yet still I cannot but fear— 

Pri Your fears are groundless—I am aware 
that Venoni will be inquired after: but how plau- 
sible wili be the answer? “ he has escaped from 
us in the night, and whither delirium may have 
led the wanderer, we are ignorant.” Say that 
the viceroy insists that Venoni is still within 
these walls ! we have no objection to his search- 
ing through the whele monastery, perfectly 
secure that his search must be of no avail. Tis 
already midnight. Place the lamp upon yonder 
tomb ; place too that dagger near it,the only mer- 
ey which my hatred can allow him ;—then when 
despair shall reach its height, when he feels that 








hope is lost to him, and that existence is a curse, |. 
then if he has courage let him grasp that weapon, 


and thank the clemency of C@lestino. Come! 

all is prepared! 

Ente, Avuastasio and Nicolo, with Venoni, whom 
they throw upon the floor. 

Pri. Object of everlasting hate !object of ne- 
ver to be sated veinganec, bie thou there ! hve to 
feel the pai gs of dyime with every moment of the 
day, that day whose light thou never shalt behold 
again. Fotiow ie ! (Eveunt prior, oc. 

Lodovico appears at the private door. 

Lod. Vhey are gone; their Victim remains— 
oh, let but his eseape be effected through iny 
aid, and then how soon this old Weak frame 
ceases to feel, I care not! (he descens) 

Venoni. Where am 1? have they left me? the 
mist Which obscures my sight allows me to dis- 
Unguish noting; che objects Which surround me 
seem ali coufused; a thousand wild distorted 
images distract my brain—I must give way. 

Lod. Aias, poor youth! on the ground? Vil 
hasten to pour upon his wounded heart the 
balm of consolation—yet hold! may they net re- 
turn ? yet a few moments— 

Venont. (rising) The clouds disperse. I am 
alone—they are gone—deubtiess are gone for 
ever! what? and shall then the barbarian tri- 
wumph? shall then Josepha die unavenged? she 
must, she must! then farewell, liberty ; farewell 
hope! despair, despair! ha, what glitters—a 
dagger? a tomb? doubtless designed for me—tis 
there that all sorrows te rimunate ! tis there, that | 
shall dread no more the treachery and crimes of 
iman, his perfidious friendship, his dissembied 


spite, his infernal thirst for vengeance ! ha, and if | 


all this mdced be somwhy not this hastant seize a 
blessmg. within my grasp? why not atonce de- 
teat the malice of my jailors ? it shail be so, and 
thus—(going to stab himself, when Ludovico ar- 
rests lis ara) 

Lod. Hold, hold! ungrateful! 

Veneni. Ha! a stranger? 

Lod. Short-sighted mortal! blush to have at- 
tempted that impious act! you despaired of suc - 
cour; you doubted the goodness of Providence; 
and at that very moment heaven had commisiou- 
ed ine to comfort and preserve you. 

Venoni. Whatare you? what mean you? speak, 
oh, speak ! 

Lod. Like yourself, I am the ohject of Celes- 
tino’s hatred; hke yourself was i condemned to 
descend alive into the tomb. Mark me, young 
man. {€ knew well, that between these vaults 
and those belonging to the adjoining convent 
there existed various private communications— 
the faint hope of discover one of them formed 
the ouly amusement of muy sciitary hours: I 
sought it-I persevered—)outh, Lhave foiind 
it— 

Venoni. Have found it? go on, for heaven's 
ME, 


Lod. Have found it here; found it, where its 
existence is probably unknown even to the prior, 
since be selected this dungeon for your contine- 
ment—-observe this private door—(opening i) Usis 
passage leads to a closed portal ; its fasthangs are 
massy—1l endeavoured but in vain to force them ; 
that bar, which 1 wrenched from my dungeon 
door— 

Venoni. That bar? tis mine! I have it! come 
father, comie ! to the portal ! 

Lod. Alas, wy son! the ponderous fastenings 
—the bolts—the bars will resist ! 

Vevoni. Oh, talk not to me of resistance ! what 
force can oppose the efforts ofa lover, a frantic 
desperate lover! iather, there was a maiden— 
how fiir she was, nothing but thought can ima- 
gine—how I adored her. nothing but this heart 
can feel! father, this maiden—they tore her from 
me, they urdered her—imurdered her barbarous- 
ly—tis tor hey sake that I wish for hberty! ts 
to avenge her murder that Igo to labour; and ean 
you doubt my suecess? no,no! that thought will 
turn my blood imto constiming fire, will harden 
every herve ito iron, Will e:idew every limb, ev- 
ery joint, every muscle with vigour and strength 
and powers hereulcan— come, father, come. 

Led. Oly! that I could! but age—but infirmity 
—go, go, My soi, i Will remaim, and pray for you. 

Venoni. What: go, and leave you stall in the 
power of your foe ! never, never! 

Lod. Dear generous youth, you must! I should 
but inpede your fight; 1 should but mar your 
exertions. Away then: effect your own escape 
—then return, and rescue me, if possible—but 
should you tind me dead, oh! believe, that it will 
have sweetened the bitter hour to think, that my 
existence lasted long enough to preserve yours. 

Venont. Lhou good old man— 

Lod. Yet one word! should you force the por- 
tal, und reach the imterior of the Ursuline con- 
Vent m salety, suape your course towards the 
garden: the wali is low—to scale it is easy and— 

Venoni. Enough! and vow—( going) 

Led. And when you are free—when smiling, 
friends surround you~whiei ail tor you is liberty, 
and peace and happmess, do not—oh! do not 
quite forget, that a poor captive, languishing in 
his solitary cell— 

Venont. Forget you? never! by that fife which 
you now give me, hever; i swearit! once at tie 
berty, my first care shall be to effect your rescue, 
my second to secure your happiness. Oh! strely 
if aught in life is sweet it is when the heart ovei- 
flows with gratitude, and the hand has the power 
to periorm what that grateful heart dictates aud 
desires : oh? surcly if Chere is aught which gives 
mortals a foretaste of the bliss of anpels, it is when 
atfection brings a smuec upon the furrowed cheeks 
of those to whom we are mdebted for Our exis- 
tence. ‘Lis to you that 1 owe that pitt , abd 
while Ll have life, never wil Ll forget that it is to 
you foweit. Now then away ! cneembrace : one 
blessiig: then pray for ime, Ptwier, pray for me, 
and inrewell! {Lait withthe lamp. 

Lod. (alone) Spirits who frvour virtue oh! 
strengthen his arms ! aid him ! support hin! bark 
he is at the door! | hear him ! again, and eeain 
repeat the blow ! hark, hark, it breaks, it shivers 
and see— 

Venom, eppcaring ahove with the lamp. 

Venoni. Freedom, freedom, freedom, friend, 
farewell! I speed to rescue you. (Eait. 

Lod. Fly, tly ! you bear with you my blessing! 
kneeling) Heaven, Ladore and thank you! Ihave 
preserved a fejlow creaturc’s life. 

{The scene closes. 


_~t- 
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SCENE Il—an antiehamier inthe viceroy’s 
patarr. 
Enter Penedetto, Carlo, Pietro, &e. 
Ben. Here, Pietro! Carlo! where are vou all? 
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is not half lichted—and Cario, Carlo, bless my 
heart! J had almost forgotten ! Carlo, take three 
of your fellows, and help to bring out the fat 
eouatess of Calpi, who has just tainted away in 
the bail room. [Exeunt servanis. 
What heat ! what a crowd! nay, for that matter 
the fat countess of Calpi is a crowd of herselfjand 
though it were the depth of winter, her presence 
wouid raise the thermometer to “ boiling water-” 
Weil! L must say, it’s mighty mconsiderate in 
corpwent people to come abroad in sultry wea- 
ther; and if | were a senator, l’d make it high 
trenson for persons above a certain weight to 
squeeze themselves into public places after the 
first of May. 
Enter Teresa. 

So, Teresa ! gay doings! lord bless their elbows, 
how the fiddlers are shaking them away in the 
ball room. 

Te. Gay im truth. But good-lack! it only 
serves to make ine melanchely by reminding me, 
how the dear lady Josepha would have ornament- 
ed such an entertainment! | see the marechioness 
is here: well! how she can find spirits to enter 
scenes of gayety— 

Ben. Nay, nay, Teresa, the viceroy insisted on 
her coming ; but though the scene around her 
is gay, that her heart is sad is but too evident. 

Te. Ah! and well it may be sad—after shutting 
her daughter up in the convent where she caught 
that fatal malady— 

Ben. Could she foresee that? and why lay all 
the blame upon the marchioness? surely the mar- 
quis is almost as culpable for consenting that— 

Te. By no means, Benedetto, by no means ; 
the marquis only did what every sensible man 
ought to do; he obeyed his wife—but as for the 
marchioness—oh ! | have no patience with her! 

Ben. Soi appears, Teresa ; and shall | tell you 
why? because the marchioness is a woman, and 
you are a woman too: now I’ve always observed 
that when a female has done wrong, she ever 
meets with least indulgence from persons of her 
own sex; and whenever 1 want to hear the foi- 
bles of one woman properly cut up, I never fuilto 
ask another Woman what she thinks of them. 

Ser. (without) Benedetio, Benedetw ! 

Ben. Coming, coming ! Evrit. 

Te. Well, there is oue thing that seems to me 
very strange ; Benedetto bas certainly an excel- 
leut understanding—and yet he isn’t always of 
my opinion—now that appears to me quite unac- 
countable. (going) 

Fatier Michael rushes in out of breath. 

Mi. Heaven be praised! then I am arrived at 
last. 

Te. A friar! your business, father? 

Mi. ‘Vis with the viceroy ; good daughter, lead 
ime to him this instant. 

Te. This instant? oh, mercy on me, you can’t 
see him tonight, if you'd give your eyes. 

Mi. Lraust, i tell you! I must! my business is 
@ such importaner, that— 

Enter Benedetto. 

Ben. Why, Teresa! dwadiing here, while the 
maids— [ Exit Teresa. 

Mi. Tis the same ! how fortunate !—worthy oid 
mau— 

Ben. Is it you, father? why, you were out, 
when his excellence went this evening to— 

Mi. I was at home—but the prior’s suspicious 
—I was a prisoner; and—but this is no time tor 
explavation—lead me to your lord! away. 

“i. Impossible, father! all the grandees of 
Messina—a banquet, a ball—dont ‘you hear the 
musi¢e ? but doubtiess tomorrow — 

Mi. Tomorrow will be too late ! alas ! perhaps 
it is too late alveady! perhaps at this very mo- 
ment Venoni is no more ! 

Ben. No more. Venoni? follow me, father, 
follow me this instant—stay, stay! as 1 live, bere 


comes his cXecllence himscit. 


VENONI. 


Enter the Viceroy and Hortensia: 

Vice. Nay, dear Hortensia—how now? what 
wonld you, father ? 

Mi. Pardon my intrusion, noble sir, but my bu- 
siness will not brook delay—I1 am that friar whose 
letter this morning— 

Vice. Father Michael? speak! come you from 
Venoni? . 

Mi. He is in danger—perhaps is already ne 
more ! oh, speed for his aid! rescue him, if possi- 
ble ; if too late, avenge him! if he still lives, I sus- 
' pect the place of his confinement, and can guide 
| you thither : if this bloody deed is already accom- 
plished, at least let us punish the crimes of his as- 
sassin, the monster Cwlestino! 

Vice. His assassin! 

Hor. Celestino? stay, brother, stay! will you 
on the word of an unknown believe that a man 
whose whole course of life bas been so pure, 9p 

jous— 

. Mi. Nay, lady, for heaven’s love delay us not: 
these moments are precious, are dreadful ! these 
moments decide the life or death of a human be 
ing !—come, come, my lord! let the prior be seize 
ed; terror will doubtless eompel bim to confess 
my charge! secure, too, the abbess of the Ursu- 
lines ; she can confirm my story ; she well knows 
that the prior’s lieentious love for your niece, for 
the murdered Josepha— 

Hor. Murdered? my child ? 

Vice. Horror crowds on horror! within there ! 
my servants ! my guards! away to the monaste- 
ry ;if there denied admittance, we'll force the 
gates !—Venoni, thou shalt be preserved, or aven- 
ged most dreadfully. On, on, good friar! away! 

Exeunt. 

Hor. (alone) Can it be ? Celestino—the abbess 
—he, whom I ever thought se holy—she, in whom 
I reposed such fatal confidence ?—distracting 
doubts, I must be satisfied ;—yes! Il) hasten to 
the Ursulines; Pll interrogate the abbess miys 
self! [ll question—V’i threaten ; and if I find her 
i ! then if her heart possess+s but one 

veeling fibre, it will surely writhe with agony, 
when she hears the groans, when she sees the an- 
guish of a despairing, of a childless mother! 
(Exit. 
SCENE Ill—An apartment in the Ursuline con- 
vent decorated for a festival—the hack part i¢ 

Jilied up by a dark-coloured curtain—night. 

The prior enters preceded by a friar with a torch, 
and followed by Veronica, 

Ve. Yet hear me, Celestino! 

Pri. Idle remonstrances ! what! shall I have 
plunged into guilt, and reap no fruits from it but 
the danger ? abbess, Josepha must be mine: re- 
member my power, and obey me! 

Ve. You have been obeyed; your victim is 
eveb now conducting hither; the banquet—the 
lights—the choral harmony—every thing is pre- 
pared, that can seduce her senses; but all these 
vemptations she has already resisted—she will re- 
sist them still: then spare me the odious—the un- 
availing office— 

Pri. Perform it well, and it will not be una- 
vailing. For twelve long months cut off from 
| ali socety—deprived of every joy, of every com- 





fort, even deprived of light—then, when sudden- 
ly the radience of a thousand torches blazes upon 
her wondermg eye, when music swells upon her 
ear and, still maye melting still more melodious, 
when the voice of aifection speaks touchingly to 
her heart; nay, if she then prefers her gloomy cell 
| to liberty and pleasure, Josepha’s virtue must be 
| mere than human. 

Ve. But should it prove so—oh ! then at least 
forbear to persecute the unfortunate! let her 
swear never to divulge our secrets—let some well 

—— tale account for ber reported death, 

| and— 

Pri. How ? and dare you, the creature of my 


' 
' 





will, whose life depepds but upon my breath— 
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Ve. While you speak, forget not also that my 
tate involves your own ; I too candivulge— 

Pri. Speak but such another threatemng 
word, and the whole measure of your offences 
shall be made public throughout Messina—my 
mind is resolved ; imy resolutions are taken : I can 
dare every thing; but you—weak, trembling, 
doubting womau—dare you die ! 

Ve. O! no, no, no! you know but too well, I 
dare not. : 

Pri. No more, then, but obey me. Tonight 
be it your care to fascinate Josepha’s senses and 
inflame her heart. Tomorrow I willonce more 

present myself before her and prove, whether 
virtue and Venoni can counterbalance at once 
the allurements of present pleasure, and the ap- 
prehension of future pain. You have heard my 
will; obey it! should Josepha escape, 1 swear, 
that my age og shall drag you to the scaf- 
fold, even though I ascend it with you my- 
self. (tothe friar) Lead to the monastery. 
[Exeunt 

Ve. I struggle in vain to escape; the snares of 
guilt are wound too closely round me. Hark! 
she comes! tis Josepha! 1 heard the plaintive 
murmur of that voice, so sweet, so tender, so 
touching ! I dare not meet her yet—oh ! Josepha, 

ladly would I share thy gloomy dungeon, could 
F but share with it thy uncorrupted heart. 
[Exeunt. 
A nun enters with a lamp followed by sister Lucia, 
who conducts Josepha blind-folded. 

Jo. Oh! why is this mysterious silence? for 
what purpose have you taken me from my pri- 
son? who are you, and whither have you brought 
me? have mercy on my agony ! see, how this si- 
Pence terrifies me : see how I kneel at your feet ; 
see how I kiss them and bathe them with my 
tears. Answer me—in pity answer. Still no re- 
ply? still no kind consoling sound? (Lucia mo- 
tions to leave her) oh ! no, no, no ! do not leave me! 
even though you speak not, stay, oh, stay! let 
me at least be conscious, that there is a human 
being near me—that I am not the only thin 
withm these mournful walls, which possesses life 
and feeling! stay, stay, in charity ! (the nun breaks 

JSrom her and extt) they leave me—they are gone ! 
hark! a door closes! i hear their retiring foot- 
steps! alas! alas! even in the noise of that clos- 
img door, even im the echo of those departing 
steps, there was some little comfort: they at least 
betokened the existence of a human being. I an 
alone—let me remove the bandage, and examine. 
Dark ! dark! all dark! still ail silence, still all 

~gloom! where am I? I dare not advance lest 
some abyss—oh ! light, light ! glorious light ! shall 
I then never see thee more? any thing but this 
dead and hollow silence! any thing but this se- 
pulehral, this dreadful, this heart-oppressing 
gloom. 

Chorus within, very full and sweet. 
—*O! love ! sweet love !”°— 

Jo. Hark! voices! 1 heard them! I am sure I 
heard them! it was music! melody! enchant- 
ment—hark ! hark ! again. 

CHORUS. 

* Love rules the court, the camp, the grove. 

For love is heaven, and heaven 1s love.” 
During this chorus. the curtain rolls up, and dis- 

covers a banquet splendi:\y Uluminated ; large 

folding doors are in the ccutre ; chandeliers de- 
scend, and the stage becomes as light as possvble 

—Verenica atu nuns cre in the front. 


Jos. Mother? child? oh! it is long since & 
heard those dear, dear names—my heart—m 
feelings—(throwing herself into her arms) oh! if 
lam your child, then mother, mother! be to me 
a mother indeed ! 

Ve. And do I not prove myself one, my Jose- 
pha, when now, in spite ofall ew! past preverse- 
ness, I again clasp you to my bosom, I again put 
it in your own choice to live in liberty, in society, 
in delight? look round you, my daughter! sce how 
every countenance smiles to welcome you ; see, 
how every heart springs towards you ; see, how— 
Jos. (starting away from her, exclaims with en- 
ergy) Ha! now I understand it all! the mystery is 
cleared! the web is unravelled! yes, yes, the 
meaning bursts at once upon me, all in the broad 
blaze of its darmg villany, in all the hypocrisy of 
its deep-laid odious art ! _ 

Ve. What art? what villany ? when kindly £ 
woo you to— 

Jos. Speak not! proceed not! let not the un- 
holy words pass through your lips, as you value 
your own soul! I guess your meaning; ob ! then 
pronounce it not; great asare your crimes let 
me save you from committing one so monstrous 
as this! the lessons of vice from any lips appear 
disgusting ; but when a Woman gives them breath 
—tis horrible ! tis dreadful ! tis unnatural ! 

Ve. (aside) Oh! if Ldared—no, no! it cannot 


Jos. Ah! you melt ? oh ! then behold me kneel 
ing before you; see my anguish, my fears, my 
hopes. Ihave none but in you! remember your 
sex, your habit, your former affection for me. 
You loved me once! even now you called me 
your child, often have you prest me to your 

eart with alla mother’s tenderness—oh! then 
by that tender name I charge you, l implore you, 
tempt me not to vice ; rather aid me to persevere 
in virtue. Let me depart ; restore me to my pa- 
rents ; I will never divulge your dreadful secret. 
It’s true I once threatned you; I would fain have 
terrified you into penitence, but you know my 
heart, all merciful; you know, that I would not 
willingly hurt even a worm!—she weeps! she 
pities me! blessingson you, eternal blessings ! 
oh, let me cage bay Veronica starts in ter- 
ror: the nuns opposes her progress) 

Ve. Hold ! deta her! Josepha, that I suffer~ 
that I feel for you—it were fruitless to deny ; but 
alas ! unfortunate, your fate is decided ; your fatc 
and mine! the prior—the unrelenting prior—oh, 
so guilty as 1 am, I dare not look on death. 
Yield, then, Josepha, yield! all hope is lost te 

ou— 

Jose. Nay, not so, lady! strong as are my fet- 
ters, heaven may one day break them ; but rob- 
bed of mnocence, then, indeed, not heaven itself 
could save me. When rains beat heavy, the 
rose for awhile may droop its head oppressed ; 
but the clouds will disperse, and the sun will 
burst forth, and the reviving flower will raise its 
blushing cup again ; but all the flames of the sun 
and all the zephyrs of the south can never re 

store its fragrance and its health to the once-ga 

ther’d lily. 

Ve. Alas, alas! to protect you is beyond my 
power! you will be plunged once more alive in- 
to the grave—will be deprived of every com- 
fort— 

Jose. No, lady, no! even in the depth of your 
subterrancous dungeon, one comfort still is mine, 
and never will forsake me : tis the consciousness 





Jos. See ! see! all brieht ! ail brilliant; a dream 
—a fairy vision—the blaze overpowers me, my 
eyes are dazzled ; my brain grows dizzy: I can- 
not support the rapture—(sinAs against a pillar) 

Ve. Josepha ! 

Jos. (starting) Surely that voice—the abbess, 
what can inean— 

Ve. How ? not speak to me, my child? mot look 


that my sufferings are transitory, but that my re- 
ward will be eternal ; tis the consciousness of an 
hereafter! tis this which supports me during all 
my daily sorrows ; tis this w hich irradiates all my 
nightly dreams. ‘Then this poor wretched globe 
with all its crimes and allits follies rolls away 
from before me: then ail seems fair, and pure 








and glorious : cherubs shed the roseate lustre of 
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saints encourage me to suffer with patience, to , 
hope, and to adore !—such are my dreams: now, , 
lady, paint if you dare, the visions which you be- | 
hold in your own. 

Ve. She tortures my heart; her reproaches 
fire my brain—I can endure them no longer—re- 
move her! away! 

Jose. (kneeling) Oh! drive me not from you! 
pity me ! protect me !' save me !— 

Ve. Ivannot! 1 dare not! take her from my 
sight, and—and for ever! 

Jose. (rising) For ever? no, cruel woman ; do 
not hope it! listen to these sighs; look upon 
these tears! in your gayest happiest moments, 
such sighs shall scare away dehght; when you 
lift to your lips the cup of pleasure, you shail 
find ahs dapighet embittered by such tears; and 
when that hour arrives which you dread so justly, 
a form like mine shall stand beside your piliow 
and a voice like mime shall shriek in your ear— 
* Welcome, murderess! welcome,to that grave, 
to which you sent me!” 

Ve. Insupportable ! away with her! she kills 
me ! 

Jose. Oh! let me stay yet a few moments more ! 
let me gaze but a httle longer on the lovely, 
triendiy, blessed light ! let me still hear a human 
voice, even though it threaten me ; let me still 
jook upon a human face, even though it be the 
face of anenemy; (the nuns endeavour to force 
her away) mercy! mercy ! help me—aid me ! 


Venoni rushes in by a side door. 

Venoni. Who shrieks for help—for mercy! | 
T—I will give them! (Veronica and nuns utter a 
ery of surprise) 

Ve. Ah! a stranger? 

Jose. (bursting from the nuns with a violent ef- 
fort) Tis he ! tis he himself! save me, Venoni! oh ! 
save me, save me! (she rushes to throw herse(f in- 
to his arms, and sinks fainting at his fcet.) 

Ve. Venoni, betrayed, undone! Lucia! (she 
whispers Lucia.) 

Venoni. She knows me! look up, look up, un: 
fortunate! I will protect you! I will preserve 
you, and—Josepha! tis Josepha! speak to me, 
Josepha ! oh ! speak to your Venoni' 

Ve. But one momentis still ours—(to Lucia) 
fiy! hasten! (Lucia goes off by the door through 
which Venoni enters.) 

Venoni. The monsters! the barbarians! oh! 
my beloved, how have the wretches made you 
suifer. 

Jose. Suffer! oh say but that you love me 
still, all, all will be forgotten. 

Venoni. Do 1 love thee? oh, heaven! thou, my 
soul! my life! best half of my existence! but 
come, let us quit this hated place—let us away, 
and—(to Veronica) nay, lady, shrink not at my ap- 
proach : how you may answer to the viceroy, be 
that your care; but dread no reproaches trom 
me! I shall respect that sacred habit, though you 
have felt for it so little reverence ; I shall stili re- 
member your sex, though you seem yourself to 
have forgottenit. Give me the means to quit 
the convent—furnish me with the portal key— 

Ve. (confused) My lord—the keys—they shall 
be produced—I have sent for them—even now 
you saw a sister leave the chamber—she returns 
—T{f hear her—speak! 

Lucia returns. 

Ye. Have you found them ‘ 

Lu. Thave. 

Venont. And where are they ? 

The prior rushes in followed by monks. 

Pri. Here! art thou found again, my fugitive? 
—-Se1Ze him. 

Jose. Venoni! oh, Venoni ! 

Pri. Tear them asunder. 








VENONI. 


Jose. No, no! 1 will never leave him! while £ 
have life, thus thus will I cling to him; if I mus 
die, it shall be at his feet. (they are forced asun- 
der) oh! eruel, cruel men! (she sinks into the 
arms of the nuns—Verontca isin the greatest agi- 
tation) 

Pri. Away with him! (he precedes ; the monks, 
bearing Venoni, follow him) Venoni, your death- 
hour has struck ! 


Father Michael rushes in followed by the Viceroy, 
Ore. and grasps the priors arm. 
Mi. Tyrant, no ; twas for thyself it sounded. 


The monks release Venoni, and the nuns Josepha ; 
the lovers fali inte each other’s arms—-at the 
same time the folding-doors are burst open, 
and the marquis, Hortensia, &*c. enter. 

Hor. (speaking without) Where is she ? where ! 
the abbess? 

Jose. My muther’s voice ? here, here | my mo- 
ther, behold your Josepha at your feet. 

Hor. Powers of merey! she lives, she lives! 
my Josepha! my joy my treasure! oh, can you 
forget— 

Jose. Every thing, every thing—except that I 
am still dear to you. 

Vice. Officers, you know your prisoners! re- 
move them, their sight is painful. (the prior is 
conducted away by the guards ; Veronica is lead- 
ing off when Josepha addresses her) 

Jose. Lady—you felt for me—you pitied me ; f 
too can pity and feel for you—if I have influence; 
you shall find mercy. 

Ve. Josepha!—angel, your prayers—oh ! pray 
for me: pray for me! [Lait with guards. 

Venom. My joy—my amazement—but oh! let 
me fly to rescue—follow me, my friends—there is 
a poor old man—a captive. 

Vice. Be calm, dear youth; Lodovico is in safe- 
ty : im guiding us to your dungeon, this worthy 
friar discovered and released him. 

Venoni. My friend, my preserver! how can 1 
reward—— 

Vice. Ifiny power—if my whole fortune can re- 
compense— 

Mi. [have preserved innocence, I have detect- 
ed vice, Lhave served the cause of humanity: 
I find a sufficient reward in the feelings of my 
own heart. But, my good lords, let us quit this 
scene of horror: suffer me, my son, to unite your 
hand with Josepha’s at the altar; then retiring 
to some more Virtuous fraternity— 

Vice. What, father? after such experience of a 
convent’s interior will you again 

Mi. Ah! forbear, my lord, nor brand a whole 
profession with disgrace, becanse some few of its 
professors have been fiulty—tis not the habit but 
the heart; tis not the name he bears but the 
principles he has imbibed, which makes man the 
blessing or reproach of human nature. Virtue 
and vice reside equally in courts and convents ; 
and a heart may beat as purely and as nobly 
beneath the monk’s scapulary, as beneath the er- 
mine of the judge, or the breast-plate of the war- 
rier. 

Venoni. The good friar says right, my friend ; 
then let us scorn to bow beneath the force of vul- 
gar prejudice, and fold to our hearts as brethren 
im one large embrace men of all ranks, all faiths, 
andall professions. The monk and the soldier, 
the protestant and the papist, the mendicant and 
the prmee; let us beheve them all alike to be 
virtuous ull we know them to be erimimal; and 
engrave on our hearts, as the first and noblest 
ruJe of mortal duty and of human justice, those 
blessed words. 


“BE TOLERANT |” 
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